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The flavour's bright. The 
price is right! For cup 
after cup of cheerful good-
ness, choose the Mari times 
favourite tea. 
TEA 
6. E. BARBOUR COMPANY LIMITED 
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• 
things are 
happening 
the • 1n 
Maritimes 
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THE BIG FARM THAT 
IS PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
Prince Edward I sland is not only Canada's smallest province. It is also 
the most intensively cultivated province in the country . . . 1,065,000 
of its 1,397 ,000-acre area being rich farm land. 
This tiny province realized a cash income from farm products in 1956 
totalling $26,428,000 and about the same in 1957. A $500,000 quick-
freezing plant opening near Charlottetown will enable Islanders for the 
first time to buy their own products processed and packaged on their 
own island. 
Work and enterprise are the seeds which lead to growth and expansion. 
These qualities brought the T. S. Simms Compa_ny from a small 
beginning over 90 years ago to its present position as foremost brush 
manufacturer in the Commonwealth. Through the years, the Simms 
company has made a solid contribution in work and wages to the Mari-
times ... and its brushes have made Canada's name known throughout 
the world for good craftsmanship. 
Saint John, N.B. 
Montreal Toronto Winnipeg 
Makers of /i11 e quality Paint Brushes, Industrial and House-
hold Brushes, Sharing Brushes. Broom s and Mops for oi·er 
90 years. 
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Founded in 1818 and modelled after the University of Edinburgh, Dalhousie 
University, Halifax, N.S., is widely famed for the excellence of its faculties, offering 
degree courses in Medicine, Dentistry, Law, Arts, Science, Commerce, Music, 
Education and Nursing Science. Its diploma courses include Engineering and its 
Faculty of Graduate Studies offers opportunities for Master's degrees in a variety of 
subjects. More than 1,500 students are currently enrolled. Many handsome build-
ings grace the campus of Dalhousie, including three famed libraries, the largest being 
MacDonald Memorial Library, housing 97,000 volumes. A major project of 
Dalhousie University is its Institute of Public Affairs, established in 193 7 to conduct 
research into sociological and economic problems related to the development of 
the Atlantic Provinces. 
Also part of tradition in the Atlantic Provinces are the products 
of Ganong Bros. Limited, St. Stephen, N.B., makers of chocolates 
and candies that have delighted generations of Canadians from New-
foundland to British Columbia. 
This tribute to famous Atlantic institutions reflects our own belief 
that, while experience is an important aid to success, knowledge and 
integrity are essential to any worthwhile achievement. 
Ganong's ~ Chocolates 
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Best cure for post-Christmas headache- a BNS Christmas Gift Account 
Guess '\Vho '\Vishes he'd opened a 
BNS Christmas Gift Account last year? 
There's nothing like a thick layer of bills to smother 
post-Christmas joy! Yet it's one money worry 
that's easily avoided. How? ... by opening a Christ-
mas Gift Account at The Bank of Nova Scotia now. 
The earlier you start, the more you '11 have on 
hand come Christmas so, visit your nearest 
BNS branch and open a 1959 Christmas Gift 
Account now! 
The BANK of NOVA SCOTIA 
More than SOO ·branches across Canada and in London• New York• Jamaica• Cuba• Puerto Rico 
Dominican Republic • Bahamas• Trinidad • Barbados. Correspondents the world over. 
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ew Brunswick has captured 
the imagination of all Canada 
with its 
power development program. 
Here in this 
Province-by-the Sea, 
industries both large and small, 
are shaping the course 
o.f a new economic destiny 
for New Brunswick. 
With the coming "on-line" 
of the Beechwood Hydro Development 
and the start of construction 
of a large thermal plant, 
New Brunswick is well ahead 
of a rapidly climbing load curve. 
Six power plants 
are now transmitting energy 
over a province-wide grid system 
with more plants in the 
planning stage still to come. 
It will pay you to investigate 
New Brunswick's industrial possibilities. 
The New Brunswick 
ELECTRIC POWER COMMISSION 
Fredericton, N.B. 
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MEN 
AT· 
··.:· .. 
While stiff winter breezes whistle in 
the ship's masts and sturdy long-
shoremen hoist roll after roll of newsprint in the holds, other 
men are busy in the wheelhouse plotting a course for the out-
going voyage. For the newsprint lifeline from the Port of 
Dalhousie to other ports beyond the sea must be maintained 
through Baie des Chaleurs and across the wide Gulf of St. 
Lawrence in fair weather and in foul. 
And the lifeline has held fast since the early fifties when 
men on land and sea took up battle stations against the winter 
elements with tugs, radar, ship-to-shore radio and the deter-
mination to make Dalhousie New Brunswick's northernmost 
winter port. In five successive winters to the end of the last 
season nearly 100 ships had found berth at the New Brunswick 
International Paper dock and carried away some 300,000 tons 
of newsprint. 
NEW BRUNSWIC.K 
INTERNATIONAL PAPER COMPANY 
DALHOUSIE, N.B. 
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sea-going appetite and 
Maritime seafood 
{THE BEST IN THE WORLD) 
' 
HALIFAX • SAINT JOHN 
EXPORT ALE • EXTRA STOUT • SCHOONER BEER 
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To,,. the Community of Friends of U.N.B. 
The University of New Brunswick has launched an appeal for funds. This appeal 
is made urgent, in the words of U.N.B.'s President Mackay, by ''the tidal wave of 
students already in sight in the high schools of every province in Canada." 
New buildings and expanded facilities must he provided if the demands of the 
immediate future are to he met. All those who know and value the contribution 
of U.N.B. to the Atlantic community and to the nation will surely want to do 
their part in this campaign. This is your opportunity to do so. 
Bear in mind the importance of your contribution: he it one dollar or one thous-
and dollars, it will he matched by an equal grant from the Government of New 
Brunswick. Thus, by giving what you can to this great cause, you may be satisfied 
in the knowledge that your gift will represent exactly twice as much to U.N.B. ! 
The need is apparent, the cause a vital one. Why not give now? Forward your 
contribution to the attention of the Honorary Treasurer, U.N.B. Building Fund, 
450 King Street, Fredericton, N.B. Cheques should he made payable to the 
U.N.B. B11ilding Fund. Your gift is, of course, deductible from Income Tax. 
Thank you. 
Sponsored by 
UNI PRESS 
UNIVERSITY PRESS OF NEW BRUNSWICK LIMITED 
FREDERICTON NEW BRUNSWICK 
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UNCLE GUS WAS MAD because 
he didn't see any New Brunswick literature on display when he checked 
into a small hotel in Gadsden, Alabama, one night last March. 
Uncle Gus had lived in New Brunswick all his 
life. Then he went south one winter. Of course, 
he became a missionary at the grass roots level. 
And he thought New Brunswick advertising and 
literature should always be on display . . . 
everywhere. 
We appreciate alike Uncle Gus' boundless en-
thusiasm and his suggestions . . . But the ex-
penditure of advertising dollars must still be 
guided by old fashioned horse sense. 
Frankly we don't make any concentrated effort 
to reach "fringe areas" of our tourist potential. 
Yes, any advertising will draw some return. But 
remember . . . the Travel Bureau is spending 
your money. We think we are justified in buying 
only the advertising that will get you the greatest 
return . 
That's why we shall continue to appeal to the 
area embracing New England, New York, New 
Jersey, Pennsylvania and Ohio. 
In this area 46 per cent of the population of the United States control 75 per 
cent of the wealth of the United States. In 1958 we directed 68 per cent of our 
advertising budget to this area and from it we drew 85 per cent of the provable 
motor traffic that entered the Province. So we're staying with a sure thing. 
NEW BRUNSWICK TRAVEL BUREAU 
P.O. BOX 1030 FREDERICTON NEW BRUNSWICK CANADA 
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WE'RE READY 
NOW ••• 
• next Summer we'll be busy 
Whether you're planning c.hanges around your home, 
renovation of a store or the overhaul of industrial plant and 
equipment-Winter is the best time to get work done! 
In winter, small jobs get better attention. You get the men 
with the skills and know how you need-when you want them. 
And during the cold weather lull, particularly in the building 
industry, jobs can be more economical. 
HOME IMPROVEMENT LOANS up to $4,000 and up to 
10 years to repay are available under the National Housing 
Act through your Bank. Government-backed FARM IM-
PROVEMENT LOANS, up to $5,000 and 10 years to repay 
are also available through all banks. 
Help yourself-and at the same time your community to 
increase employment this winter. 
For advice and assistance-call your Local National Employment Office. 
Why wait for spring-DO IT NOW! 
Issued by authority of 
the Minister of Labour, Canada. 
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LETTERS 
Bells 
Sir : 
As a bell-ringer of the 600-year-old parish 
church in the village of Farningham, Kent, 
England, may I say how much I enjoyed the 
article in your January issue entitled "Be11s, 
Bells, Bells". I have passed it round the tower 
and it has been read avidly by all dozen 
members of the team, from the youngest, a 
schoolboy aged 16, to our captain, old Mr. 
Bates, who has walked up and down the 
42 stone steps to the ringing chamber in the 
tower twice a Sunday for 55 years (war service 
apart). 
Bell-ringing, campanology, or "the Exer-
cise", the term by which ringers know it best, 
is an exact science. Yet there are men of 60 
and more who learn to "handle a rope" for 
the first time and enjoy themselves in what is 
both a pastime and a service dedicated to the 
glory of God. But few of Britain's 40,000 
ringers who each Sunday summon worshippers 
to church ever completely master the art. 
And therein for many lies the secret of their 
enthusiasm. 
There are many beautiful church towers in 
the Maritimes in which a ring of bells could 
be installed. How wonderful it would be one 
day to hear Maritimers ring the changes from 
them! 
BERNARD DREW, 
Vicarage Cottage, 
Farningham, 
Kent, England. 
Purchase Price 
Sir: 
In the extremely interesting article by M. 
F. Harrington, in your January issue entitled 
"The Eleven-Storey Mountain" and describ-
ing the new Provincial Government building 
for Newfoundland, a small error occurs. 
It is stated that the land for the building 
was purchased from The Church of England 
Orphanage for half a million dollars. The 
correct amount paid was $259,000. A correc-
tion is desirable as the main support of this 
orphanage is from voluntary subscriptions 
and if its supporters think the Orphanage has 
the interest on half a million dollars available 
to spend yearly, naturally subscriptions are 
going to be cut. Even as it is, a slight decrease 
in subscriptions has already been felt. 
P. E. OUTERBRIDGE, 
Hon. Secretary, 
Church of England Orphanage 
of Newfoundland, 
St. John's, Nfld. 
Toast to Toronto 
Sir: 
In your article "A Toast To Toronto" I fail 
to appreciate whether the author was trying 
to be serious or funny. I think people are 
people everywhere and there is no reason for 
regional prejudice either in fun or otherwise. 
An ex-Torontonian. 
Sir: 
MRS. DENISE POWELL, 
12 Black St., 
Lake burn, N .B. 
I have enjoyed reading the article "A Toast 
to Toronto" by Elizabeth Macdonald. 
It is reported that some Torontonians 
believe Canada starts and ends at Toronto. 
Sir: 
GEORGE I. HIGGINS, 
33 Kennedy St., 
Saint John, N .B. 
Your magazine is wonderful, is read from 
cover to cover and then passed on to friends 
in other parts of Canada. My first, and I 
hope my last, objection is referred to "A 
Toast to Toronto" in the last issue. The 
"toast" left a bad taste in my mouth, a 
provincially-bad taste. Such a lot of un-
mitigated balderdash- the last stronghold of 
family life . . . slums more elegant and more 
FEBRUARY, 1959 
A TOAST TO MARITIMERS (from a Torontonian) 
With Elizabeth Macdonald we must agree, 
For what she says is undoubtedly 
The truth. 
Maritimers often live in houses made of wood, 
Use codfish for their daily food 
Except Sunday. 
The men like their trousers baggy and shoes not clean, 
The women their tartan of blue, white, and green 
With yellow. 
Other peculiarities we'll not mention now, 
Like their funny way of saying "cow" 
Or "Newfoundland". 
We'll just raise our glasses of blueberry wine, 
"Keep coming to Toronto, this home of mine 
You Maritimers." 
In Toronto your numbers are large, you shouldn't be lonely, 
There's even a club for Maritimers only 
And Rawhide. 
And if you look back and remember the land of your birth, 
As you comfortably work and increase your girth 
Grudgingly ; 
You'll join in this toast to Macdonald and the East, 
And smile and laugh and finish your feast 
In Toronto. 
genteel than Toronto, etc. , etc. As a social 
worker I would like to take the writer on a 
tour of our slums. The thought of character 
and integrity as suggested by her may be 
displaced by one of insomnia at the condi-
tions she would see. Surely, let's pat ourselves 
on the back but let's attempt to be truthful. 
Sir: 
(Miss) E. B. DAUPHINEE, 
42 Kline St., 
Halifax, N.S. 
I expect you are rece1v1ng letters from 
offended Torontonians protesting the face-
tious and damaging article, "A Toast to 
Toronto", which appeared in your January 
number. I am offering my own opinions 
because I think the best method of repairing 
the damage is a strong voice of protest from 
this part of the country. 
One of the foremost aims of your publica-
tion is, I believe, the promotion of Atlantic 
Canadian interests in other parts of the 
Dominion. Miss Macdonald's sophomoric 
article will hardly further this end. On the 
contrary, it is an insult to the intelligence of 
both Torontonian and Maritimer. 
I am as fully aware as Miss Macdonald 
is of the misconceptions held by many 
persons from larger centres of Canada and 
the United States regarding life and habits in 
the Atlantic region. But I am also conscious 
of a far more dangerous Maritime complex 
which seems to be rampant these days, and 
which has been so eloquently expressed in 
"A Toast to Toronto". 
It is time we in the Atlantic Provinces 
faced a few facts : 
Nobody in Toronto over the age of twelve 
considers us all to be oilskinned fishermen. 
They have long ago discovered that we live 
in habitable homes, albeit under a lower 
standard of living. 
A good Torontonian is just as efficient as 
a good Maritimer, and possesses as many 
brains. (Who is responsible for the idiotic 
dogma that this part of the world is the brain 
factory of North America ?) 
Our rate of juvenile delinquency is quite 
comparable to that of Ontario. 
The divorce rate, per capita, is higher in 
New Brunswick than it is in Ontario, hence 
Miss Macdonald's cherished "togetherness" 
is little more than a wish-fulfilment. 
Slums, no matter where they exist, are not 
elegant or genteel; they possess neither 
character nor integrity. Anyone whose 
artistic or aesthetic senses are titillated by the 
appearance of slums has a perverted sense 
of values. 
The "holier than thou" attitude has never 
promoted friendship, nor can we close the 
very real gap which exists between the people 
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ELIZABETH JEAN HUGHES 
Toronto 
of Central and Atlantic Canada by attempting 
to dupe the former into actually believing 
that they are stupid and we are smart. Not 
only is this attitude completely false, it's 
mighty poor public relations. 
I suspect that Miss Macdonald was 
trying to be funny, but her attempt is in such 
unforgivably poor taste that I find humour 
completely lacking. 
DALE MACMURRAY, 
50 Princess St., 
Moncton, N.B. 
~ The Encyclopcedia Canadiana lists 
the divorce rates in descending order 
as follows: British Columbia, Alberta, 
Ontario, Manitoba, New Brunswick, 
Nova Scotia, Saskatchewan, Prince 
Edward Island, Quebec and New-
foundland. For other views on "A 
Toast to Toronto" please see page 62. 
-Ed. 
The Horton 
Sir: 
I was delighted to read Cecil Boyd's 
excellent "The True Story of the E. A. 
Horton". 
In defense, I would like to say that I know 
the first thing a writer should do is go to the 
scene of a story and get the facts and/ or the 
local versions. I would do just that if I were 
primarily a writer rather than a lightkeeper's 
wife-on an offshore island- who has an 
interest in old yams. Research by letter is 
slow and not too satisfactory, at best, and 
quite useless when I have no idea to whom I 
might appeal, as in the case of the Horton 
story. I did write the Nova Scotia Archives 
but they could give me only two newspaper 
accounts, one of which I quoted. 
Actually, I consider Knowlton far from a 
hero. I told the story tongue-in-cheek and 
purposely reproduced the ridiculous and 
exaggerated Gloucester account. I under-
stand how annoyed Guysborough people 
must have felt to see such a one-sided and 
inaccurate version in print; I react in the 
same way when a writer mishandles some tale 
on which I cut my teeth, so to speak. I 
apologize- but not too abjectly. If The 
Atlantic Advocate had not printed what it did, 
would anyone who had the facts have made 
them available to us who are interested in 
Maritime lore? 
In any case, my thanks to Cecil Boyd for 
the true story of the E. A. Horton. 
Your correspondent, M. Hurst of Burnaby 
B.C., is correct in linking Captain John 
11 
KEEP 
COSTLY 
EQUIPMENT 
BUSY 
• •• by installing 
TELEPHONES 
with an 
NBT MOBILE 
Telephone System 
Cut unnecessary mileage, save on 
operating costs, get the most from 
your manpower and equipment. 
NBT MOBILE TELEPHONE SERVICE 
like all Telephone Company services 
requires no capital investment, no extra 
charges for maintenance or replace-
ments. We keep all equipment at top 
operating efficiency. You pay only a 
flat monthly rate. 
If we can help you with Mobile 
Telephone Service, give us a call at 
our nearest Business Office. There i.s 
no obligation, of course. 
THE NEW BRUNSWICK 
TELEPHONE COMPANY 
LIMITED 
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PLAN TO 
BUILD YOUR 
HOME WITH 
BRICK 
r 
CL 
BEO~oom 
10 1·0ll.1'21·t0 CL 
L1vinG.~m 
"20'·011.tl'·O 
40'·0 
&ED~Oom 
II'·~ ll. 9'·0 
CL. 
CL. Lin 
ato~oom 
1'Z'·011. q•.o 
SHAW BRICK, with its assortment of colours and 
sizes, provides unlimited scope for modern architec-
tural design. Using modern techniques, brick is low 
in cost and quick to lay - initial cost now compares 
favourably with ordinary homes. In the long run, of 
course, brick homes are always more economical: 
there's no painting, you pay less for insurance and 
practically nothing in maintenance. Time will merely 
mellow its fine appearance - and a brick home is 
safer, because brick cannot burn. Plan now to find 
out more about Modern Brick Homes. · 
, 
MAIL THIS 
FORM TODAY: 
----------~-----------------, 
L. E. SHAW LTD., P. 0 . BOX 996, HALIFAX, NOVA SCOTIA: 
Please .send me without any obligation, your leaflet in colour: "You'll be 
proud of your Brick home for a lifetime.· ' 
Name ....... .................... ... .... ..... .... ................ ................................. ... ................... ....................... . 
Address .......................... ... ................ ..... ................................................. .............. .. ................ . 
L .................................................................................................................................................... . 
- - -- - - -- - - --------------------~-- --.1 
L.E.SHAW LTD. 1 
PLANTS AT: 
HEAD OFFICE: HALIFAX, N . S. 
HALIFAX e DARTMOUTH e LANTZ 
SYDNEY e FREDERICTON e SAINT 
NEW GLASGOW 
e CHIPMAN 
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Kendrick of Columbia fame to Captain 
Herbert Kendrick of the Half Moon. Both 
are descendants of Edward Kendrick, mer-
chant, of Harwich, Cape Cod. 
Captain John's father, Solomon, was a 
grantee of Barrington Township, settled 
1760-61. However, John, his oldest child, did 
not accompany his parents in their migration 
from Cape Cod to Nova Scotia. Crowell's 
History of Barrington Township had this to 
say : " ... John did not settle in Barrington. 
He was the first American captain to circum-
navigate the world and achieved fame as 
'Bold' Kendrick by his discovery of the mouth 
of the Columbia River and other daring 
enterprises." And, "John became captain of 
a privateer in the Revolution and afterwards, 
in command of ship Columbia, an explorer 
of the North Pacific". 
These items do not conform in detail to 
the account given by M. Hurst, which is very 
likely to be the more correct. 
All John's brothers (four) and a cousin, 
Anson Kendrick, settled and remained in 
Barrington. To quote Crowell again, "Solo-
mon Kendrick, grantee, had been engaged in 
the whale fishery. (From Barrington) his 
namesake, son of John, continued the whaling 
voyages to the middle of the last century and, 
as master of ships in that industry, circum-
navigated the world three times." Apparently 
"Bold" Kendrick's son Solomon joined his 
relatives in Barrington, at least in a business 
sense. 
Descendants of the venturesome and enter-
prising Kendricks are still found in con-
siderable numbers throughout Barrington 
Township. The writer is one. 
Cargo Boats 
Sir: 
EVELYN M. RICHARDSON 
Bon Portage Island 
Shag Harbour, N.S. 
The Advocate is ever looking for ideas that 
will help the Maritimes. Here is something 
that should interest the Atlantic Provinces 
Economic Council. 
With the opening of the St. Lawrence 
Waterway, our great opportunity will come 
and, though we have always been handicapped 
for Ontario and western business by the high 
rates charged by railways to haul freight, we 
won't be any more. 
The Atlantic Provinces Economic Council 
should acquire one or more cargo boats and 
our manufacturers and producers be urged to 
acquire warehouse room at Toronto, Fort 
William, or better, perhaps, Duluth (where 
goods could be kept in bond for re-shipment 
into Canada). Duluth is over a hundred miles 
nearer the Canadian Western market than 
Fort William. Those who control those ware-
houses should be careful to have enough 
goods stored in them to take care of winter 
shipments when navigation closes on the 
St. Lawrence. 
We will thus be freed from the financial 
handicap of high freight rates on rail ship-
ments which prevents us from getting a fair 
show on western markets. APEC cargo boats 
should be operated without profit. When we 
can show prospective manufacturers that we 
can put goods on the western markets as 
cheaply as Ontario firms, we will get lots of 
manufacturers who will be glad to locate in 
the Atlantic Provinces. We should make 
special efforts to induce manufacturers of 
light-weight goods down in the Atlantic 
Provinces. If the Toronto market alone was 
open to our fish, it would greatly increase our 
prosperity. There are nearly as many people 
in Toronto as there are in the Atlantic 
Provinces. These are things for our business 
men to think about. 
c. A. TAYLOR, 
232 Northumberland St., 
Fredericton, N.B. 
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IN NOVA SCOTIA 
The answer to a fifty-year dream 
Deepest causeway 1n the world is symbol of highway progress 
Here is the answer to a dream that 
Nova Scotia has had since fifty years 
ago, when the project was first con-
ceived. Now, there is a HRoad to the 
Isles"-or, rather, to one very im-
portant one, Cape Breton Island. The 
road is the Strait of Canso Causeway-
180' deep in the middle- completed in 
1955 at a cost of over $22 million as 
a co-operative endeavor of the federal 
government and the province. 
No project of this scope can be called 
"typical." Yet it symbolizes Nova Sco-
tia's forward-looking roads program. 
During the last fiscal year, the province 
had a record roads budget of $25 mil-
lion. About 208 miles of new paved 
highway were added, including exten-
sive work on the Trans-Canada High-
way. Prominent in future planning is 
a projected $140-million program of 
bridge reconstruction. 
More and better roads are necessary 
to keep pace with a steadily expanding 
economy such as Nova Scotia's. The 
Canso Causeway, for example, repre-
sents a faster, cheaper way to export 
Cape Breton Island's steel, coal and 
Wherever you see Caterpillar machines working on your roads 
you can be sure your province is getting its money's worth 
A. PICKARD MACHINERY LTD. 
CHARLOTTETOWN 
PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
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wood products - and to attract more 
of a most profitable import ... tourists. 
Eventually, the Strait of Canso 
Causeway will pay for itself many times 
over to the people of Nova Scotia. In 
fact, this can be said of good roads 
everywhere in Canada: they save far 
n1ore than they cost - in lives, time 
and money. 
Caterpillar Tractor Co. 
CATERPILLAR 
Registered Trade Mark 
DIESEL ENGINES· TRACTORS· MOTOR GRADERS 
EARTHMOVING EQUIPMENT 
T HE ATLANTIC ADVOCATE celebrates this month the golden anniversary of flight in Canada. To provide a permanent record of the original historic event, 
we are publishing a book. The Silver Dart, by H. Gordon 
Green, will be on sale February 14th, nine days before 
the fiftieth anniversary of the young J. A. D. McCurdy's 
famed exploit at Baddeck, Nova Scotia. The book will 
carry the official authority of the National Council formed 
to commemorate the first flight. 
On February 23rd, 1909, J. A. D. Mccurdy piloted 
the frail eight-hundred-pound craft that was at once the 
embryo and the ancestor of the aeroplane of today. He 
had developed it under the influence and direction of 
Alexander Graham Bell, inventor of the telephone, as one 
of a band of brave and gifted young men who formed the 
Aerial Experiment Association, created for the purpose 
of mastering the air by theory, invention and trial. 
* * * 
Death the Penalty 
Death was their constant companion, reminder of the 
penalty man must pay for error when he challenges his 
natural horizons. Experience could be gained by daring 
alone, and dangers had to be faced in the midst of dis-
belief. The pioneers were publicly denounced for their 
presumption. It is hard, now, to realize the weight of 
inertia, even ridicule, that they had to overcome. 
As much as six years later, Sam Hughes, tyrant and 
near-dictator of Canada's Defence Department, would not 
hear of the aeroplane as a possible practical factor in the 
First World War. 
* * * 
Senator W. H. Dennis 
And after that war, ten years after McCurdy's flight 
in the Silver Dart, when the science of arms had been 
revolutionized by the new air power, it was still necessary 
for Senator Dennis to campaign vigorously in The Halifax 
Herald for the establishment of an aerodrome. The name 
at least, by that time, was understood to mean an airport. 
When the Silver Dart was being developed, the Associates 
called the aircraft itself an aerodrome, and it was only 
later that the term came to be applied to the ground 
reserved for aviation rather than to the machine itself. 
Senator Dennis carried his advocacy to the point of 
flying on the first non-stop flight from Halifax to New 
York. A Handley Page bomber, appropriately named the 
Atlantic, had crash-landed on its nose at Parrsboro, Nova 
Scotia. It had been brought out from England to St. 
John's, Newfoundland, to compete for the prize of ten 
thousand pounds offered by Lord Northcliffe for the first 
Atlantic flight. It had been ready to fly, except for some 
new radiators delayed at sea by fog, when Alcock and 
Whitton-Brown took off in their Vickers Vimy and landed 
in Ireland on June 15, 1919, after a fifteen-hour flight. 
* * * 
The Atlantic 
The Atlantic was therefore switched to a propaganda 
flight to New York, and was brought down at Parrsboro 
due to a broken oil-feed pipe. "And there she rests", The 
Halifax Herald reported, "with her tail almost straight in 
the air, her right wing smashed, three of her four wheels 
twisted out of recognition, her engines badly shaken up, 
her undergear and fuselage much damaged-wrecked 
beyond repair." 
Yet repaired she was, and it says much for the deter-
mination of the newspaper's intrepid publisher that he 
climbed aboard to complete the flight to New York. The 
pilot on that occasion gave a statement to the people of 
Halifax through The Halifax Herald. "What the city of 
Halifax needs", he said, "is an aerodrome. Halifax would, 
I think, be a very logical aircraft station for the American 
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continent in trans-Atlantic flying, but you will never be 
able to take that place until you have provided suitable 
accommodations. The first thing any airman looks for 
today is a good aerodrome. It is an absolute essential." 
* * * 
Bumpy Take-off 
It is interesting, in that connection, to read this pilot's 
own description of the preparations he made at St. John's 
for the take-off. "Owing to the enormous weight which, 
when the aeroplane is fully loaded, will amount to some 
32,000 pounds, the machine will require an exceptionally 
long take-off. A speed of 65 miles an hour will have to be 
attained before any attempt can be made to rise. The 
ground will be roughly levelled and planks will be put 
down over any particularly bad patches, but it is not 
thought expedient to do away with every unevenness, as 
an occasional bump may well assist the machine to take 
off." 
* * * 
Sighs 
Nova Scotia occupies a proud place in the history of 
Canadian aviation. It will be tragic if the golden anni-
versary celebrations at Baddeck this month must be held 
amid the ruins of hopes and the sighs of the unemployed. 
Nova Scotia depends on Dosco, the industrial giant 
from which one out of every six Nova Scotians receives 
his livelihood. Dosco is by far the biggest factor in the 
economy of the Atlantic region; and Dosco must depend 
on conditions created by the Federal Government con-
ducive to the profitable working of iron, steel and coal 
in the region. Heavy industry cannot exist here except 
with assistance on a massive scale. It is that which was 
promised by the Atlantic Resolutions. 
Are they to be implemented? One must believe it. 
Then now is the time. Later may be too late. 
* * * 
ContrecO!ur 
The steel operation of Dosco has been running at 
65 per cent of capacity during the past year, and bids so 
to continue through 1959. That is not without parallel in 
the other steel plants across Canada. But for the Sydney 
plant difficulties abound in relation to freight rates, 
difficulties which have caused Dosco to locate its projected 
new steel plant at Contrecreur in Quebec. Primarily to 
be a cold roll mill, it may finally become an integrated 
steel mill at a cost of $300 million. And so we get a con-
tinuation of the bad old national policy of concentration 
of industry. 
Is it really the intention of the present Government 
of Canada to disperse industry? Is it an intention funda-
mentally to revise the system of freight rates to the benefit 
of the "long-haul" provinces? We must believe that the 
pledges will be carried out. Now is the opportune time, 
before decisions become irrevocable which may affect the 
Atlantic region for years, perhaps for generations. 
* * * 
Coal and Subsidies 
Unemployment in the Cape Breton coal-fields must 
be disastrous this year unless federal action is taken in 
terms of increased and sufficient subsidies. Over a million 
tons of coal are stockpiled after a year of greatly reduced 
production; and in a year when eleven million tons of 
coal were imported from the United States. 
We have said before, and it cannot be too often re-
peated, that we should not be ashamed of asking for coal 
subsidies. Industrial Canada exists by subsidies. Almost 
everything we buy is subsidized by us, the purchasers, in 
the higher prices we pay because of the protective tariffs. 
The people of the Atlantic Provinces pay in respect of 
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"Our hands are tied-they hold 51 per cent of the stock!" 
such "higher-price" subsidies, as much, it is reckoned, 
as $200 million a year. The coal mines need only a 
hundredth of that sum to enable Canadian coal to be 
sold in Central Canadian markets at prices competitive 
to American coal. Perhaps by the day that these words 
are read action will have been taken at Ottawa. Every day 
of delay is a day of unnecessary suffering in Cape Breton. 
* * * 
The Arrow 
Dosco is powerless itself to provide the remedies. 
Present conditions must mean heavy losses to the com-
pany. At the same time Dosco's parent company, A. V. 
Roe of Canada, is facing the disbanding of its great 
industry at Malton, where a highly skilled work force of 
twelve thousand men is concentrated on the Arrow 
programme. The Arrow has so far passed its production 
tests magnificently. Five Arrows are in the air. Original 
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expectations are more than fulfilled. Already the Arrow 
is faster than any other aircraft produced in the British 
Commonwealth. The sixth Arrow is being fitted with 
A. V. Roe's own Iroquois engine. The company believes 
that this aircraft may prove to be the fastest in the world 
as well as the most efficient. Yet it would seem doomed. 
A disaster, small in comparison with the Arrow 
calamity, yet one affecting Atlantic economy more directly, 
is the gradual laying-off of three hundred aircraft division 
employees of Dr. Hesler's Enamel and Heating plant in 
Amherst. Work is being completed on orders there. There 
is a strong need for more. This is the easiest way to 
decentralize industry in accordance with pronounced federal 
policy; and the plant has demonstrated its ability. 
All in all, although Nova Scotia may feel a rightful 
pride this February, 1959, its pride must be detached 
from the present, as is the pride of a mourner. 
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When the patient 'treats' the doctor 
-out comes the family prescription for relaxing 
hospitality ... Red Rose Tea. 
It's a treat you can't beat. Good tea, with fresh, 
irresistible flavor. Superb and unmistakably different. 
Some time soon, try Red Rose . . . in gauze or 
regular tea bags. 
Pick the package 
-with the lovely RED ROSE 
•.. it guarantees good tea 
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THE WORLD'S 
BIGGEST 
EAVESDROPPER 
by 
Charles Roetter 
and 
Geoffrey Williams 
Nikita S. Khrushchev 
T HROUGH METHODICAL LISTENING by radio behind the Iron Curtain and in other danger areas, the free 
world today has a knowledge of trends 
and events as vital to our policy makers as 
radar warning systems are to the military. 
This back-door information from local 
sources-as distinct from "official" news 
often disguised propaganda-can be ob-
tained with speed or accuracy only by 
eavesdropping on broadcasts intended 
only for local consumption. 
Bluff is one of the favourite weapons in 
the armoury of the Soviet leaders, but their 
manreuvres are often defeated by the 
Monitoring Service of the British Broad-
casting Corporation operating from an 
old mansion at Caversham Park near 
London. When the British and American 
troops moved into Jordan and the 
Lebanon last summer, Khrushchev fired 
off a series of threatening notes to Western 
capitals. Anglo-American action had, he 
warned, pushed the world to the brink of 
war: there must be a summit conference 
immediately to avert the worst. 
His belligerent language and manner 
caused deep anxiety throughout the 
Western world. But the British and 
American governments remained unper-
turbed. Caversham reported that Khrush-
chev had left Moscow at the height 
of the crisis for a speech-making tour of 
Central Russia. His subject? How To 
Grow More Corn, Wheat and Potatoes. 
Events in the Middle East, which, accord-
ing to the official Soviet notes, had 
brought the world to the brink of war, 
were dismissed in a brief sentence or two. 
"There was not the slightest attempt by 
either Khrushchev or any other speaker 
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on a domestic Russian station," a monitor 
at Caversham explains, "to prepare the 
Russian people psychologically for the 
possibility of a major trial of strength. 
Khrushchev was just trying to get his way 
by bluff." 
Washington, for obvious geographical 
reasons, cannot keep its ear to all the key-
holes of Europe and of Soviet Russia in 
particular. It must rely on Britain, well 
placed strategically, to listen in. And 
there is very little the British Broadcasting 
Corporation does not hear. Its Monitoring 
Service is the only organization of its kind 
in the world that provides global coverage 
for every 24 hours of every day of the 
year; it is also the only one among 
Western listening posts that gives com-
plete coverage of every broadcast made 
behind the Iron Curtain. 
The world's biggest ear consists of more 
than 300 linguist-translators, news evalu-
ators and radio technicians, a forest of 
aerials with 20,000 feet of wiring, 26 miles 
of cables, scores of receiving sets and 
recorders, and numerous teleprinters and 
radio teletype machines. Each day it 
listens to, and records, between three and 
four million words. It is able to maintain 
a ceaseless check on what is being said in 
more than 40 countries using 30 different 
languages. 
The site for this ambitious operation 
was chosen with great care. An hour's car 
run from London, Caversham Park is 
near enough to the ministries and 
embassies to permit consultation, yet far 
enough from the British capital's smoky 
and noisy industries to ensure interference-
free reception. Even the subsoil was 
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tested at Caversham, for the composition 
of the subsoil in which the hypersensitive 
antennae are anchored can make all the 
difference between audibility and a cac-
ophony of atmospherics. 
Caversham instantly registers the ap-
pearance of anything unusual or un-
expected on the political horizon. Some-
times it achieves a world scoop through 
deduction of what lies behind such trifles 
as an unfamiliar inflection in an an-
nouncer's voice. It was so with the 
Hungarian rising of October 1956, when 
Marie, a Hungarian-speaking monitor of 
the service, first picked up a note of 
suppressed excitement in a broadcaster's 
voice during a programme from Budapest, 
describing a youth demonstration that had 
just taken place in the streets. After years 
of listening she knew the microphone 
moods and habits of every regular 
Hungarian broadcaster. She could even 
tell when one of them had been up late 
the night before. This time she sensed 
that the voice was trying too hard not to 
give itself away. 
She waited impatiently. The next news 
bulletin made no mention of the student 
demonstration, nor, for that matter, any 
home events. The bulletin was shorter 
than usual. A number of items had ob-
viously been suppressed at the last 
moment. Later that evening, when news 
bulletins from Hungary were dropped 
altogether, Marie's suspicions became 
certainty. She listened as programmes 
were abandoned one by one without 
explanation, until, finally, Radio Buda-
pest broadcast nothing but recorded 
music. The same aria from Madame 
Butterfly was played five times consecut-
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ively. At 3 :30 the following morning 
came the dramatic announcement which 
Marie's sixth sense had told her to expect. 
"Fighting has broken out in Budapest. 
Order has not yet been restored." 
For 48 hours the country mansion west 
of London remained the only source of 
news of the Hungarian uprising. Com-
munist authorities had sealed the frontier 
and cut all telephone and telegraph 
communications with the outside world. 
But every appeal they made on the radio, 
every instruction they issued, every local 
station that went over to the rebels, was 
noted by the monitoring team and the 
course of events traced. 
Mussolini's fall, Hitler's suicide, Stalin's 
death- it was from Caversham that the 
world was first told of the end of these 
dictators; when Khrushchev dramatically 
sacked Molotov, Malenkov and Kagano-
vich, the first inkling of what was happen-
ing was picked up at Caversham from an 
obscure Arabic broadcast beamed by 
Radio Moscow to the Middle East. 
The heart of the monitoring operation 
is the Main Listening Room, a long, high-
ceilinged hall which once served as the 
ballroom. Down its centre today runs a 
bench with closely-banked receiving sets. 
At the peak listening times, from the late 
afternoon till the early hours of the next 
morning every set is fully manned. Yet 
even when the room is crowded, it re-
mains uncannily silent. There is an 
atmosphere of intense concentration as 
every monitor strains to catch on his 
earphones what is being said thousands of 
miles away. 
To become a monitor it is not enough 
to know a language or to pass the ex-
tensive security screening. It is not enough 
even to have lived in a foreign country 
and to know its people intimately. Above 
all, an applicant must convince examiners 
that prejudice will not cloud his judgment, 
nor emotion the accuracy of his reporting. 
"Never distort" is a monitor's most im-
portant commandment. "Never embellish. 
The history of our times needs no 
dramatization; it is dramatic enough as 
it is." 
A sense of balance, too, is required in 
evaluating the mass of material monitored. 
The dross of repetitions and non-essentials 
must be skimmed off, and the smallest 
departure from ordinary practice, the 
slightest sign of the unusual, noted. For 
it is upon the successful detection of the 
unusual that a picture of trends and 
developments in a distant country is built 
up. 
~~scoops con1e to us naturally,,. says 
the head of the News Bureau. HBut we 
most pride ourselves upon our wide 
coverage and reliability." 
Early in 1958 many newspapers in 
France, Britain and the United States 
carried banner-headlines that the Russians 
had succeeded in shooting a man 186 
miles into space in a rocket. In the days 
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that followed, the world demanded 
further details. The authorities in Moscow 
ref used either to confirm or deny the 
story. Was it true or false? From Rome, 
Paris, New York and London the lines to 
Caversham crackled with inquiries. 
Ca versham had the answer. In the 
News Bureau they turned back over the 
file of Moscow Radio broadcasts. It did 
not take long to trace the source. On 
January 12 Moscow Radio had broadcast 
a space fiction playlet of eight minutes' 
duration which portrayed a Russian hero 
proud of his achievement in being the 
first man to be launched into space. What 
had happened was clear. Some Western 
correspondents in Moscow, switching on 
their sets, had missed the opening an-
nouncement and taken the fiction as 
news. 
"The whole event," records the News 
Bureau Chief, "highlights the danger of 
hit-and-miss monitoring." 
The organization at Caversham is 
simple. Every monitor has a recorder by 
his receiver which he switches on as soon 
as he hears a news bulletin, a speech, or a 
talk. At the end of his listening spell he 
takes his notes and his recordings to a 
cubicle, plays them back and translates 
them into English. One copy of the report 
goes direct to the News Bureau where its 
news value is assessed. A second copy goes 
to the report writers who evaluate the 
material. These report writers work in 
different sections, each covering a part-
icular area of the world-Soviet Union, 
satellite countries, Middle East, South 
and Southeast Asia, Communist China-
and in producing daily digests and sum-
maries of world broadcasts, they are 
responsible for analyzing and assessing 
political trends. 
By this system every scrap of monitored 
material is seen by at least half a dozen 
experts. The chances of any seemingly 
insignificant, but potentially important, 
piece of information slipping through the 
fine intelligence net unnoticed are small. 
Backing the knowledge of the monitors 
is a unique reference library. Apart from 
housing one of the biggest collections of 
dictionaries and political reference books 
in the world, the Caversham Library also 
maintains a card-index system on the 
lives and careers of nearly 90,000 political 
figures who have figured at one time or 
another in Iron Curtain broadcasts. The 
card-index tells its own stories in a few 
terse phrases and dates. It keeps track also 
of minor Communist officials, for when-
ever a power struggle develops among 
the big boys of the Communist world, the 
first sign is the sacking of some minor 
supporter way down the political scale. 
Typical of how the card-index is used 
is to be seen in the case of Professor Meir 
Vovsi. Some time ago a Russian monitor 
included in his report a Moscow radio 
news item which announced that the 
professor had received a decoration for 
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his services to Soviet medicine. It seemed 
a trivial item and the monitor drew no 
attention to it. When the report reached 
the news editor, however, he fancied the 
obscure professor's name rang a bell. In 
the reference library he picked out his 
card and a new significance arose from 
the announcement. Vovsi was one of the 
group of "terrorist physicians" who, in 
1953, just before Stalin's death, had been 
charged with "prescribing harmful treat-
ment with a view to cutting short the lives 
of Soviet leaders". There was no record 
of any trial. He had just been quietly 
released. 
"If a man like Vovsi is rehabilitated in 
this way," the news editor figured, "it 
means a fresh wind blowing in the 
Kremlin. It's time for the people who 
brought the charges against the professor 
to look out for trouble." 
Shortly afterwards, Beria, the Minister 
of State Security, was arrested and exe-
cuted. 
Although the BBC Monitoring Service 
began with a single man listening, in 1937, 
to fascist-directed broadcasts in Arabic, 
it is really a war-baby set up by the BBC 
and financed by the British Government 
to eavesdrop on enemy radios. Very 
shortly it had become a unique source of 
intelligence with its own teleprinter out-
side the door of the Cabinet Room in the 
Prime Minister's house at Number 10 
Downing Street. 
Listening to Germany provided many 
dramatic moments during the war. The 
Monitoring Service heard the tirades of 
Hitler and preserved in the archives of 
their permanent record library is a record 
of the announcement to the German 
people of his death- an announcement 
preceded for three hours by the rolling of 
death drums, funeral marches, and the 
warning that the nation should wait for 
"an important announcement concerning 
the Fuhrer". 
As early as 1941, Ca versham had her 
ear glued to the keyhole of Russia. It was 
noted that Stalin did not broadcast to the 
Rus~ian people when Germany invaded 
Russia. Some days later, when he did, it 
appeared from the acoustics that he was 
speaking from a hastily improvised studio 
in what might have been an air-raid shel-
ter. His flat, toneless Georgian accent was 
always difficult to monitor: on this 
occasion his voice seemed uncertain. "He 
did not know whether the Red Army 
would fight," was the monitor's assess-
ment. But one question has always re-
mained unanswered. That "glug-glug" of 
liquid being poured out during the broad-
cast. Was it water or vodka? 
Nowadays systematic listening in to 
Soviet Russia often provides a useful and 
necessary corrective to the snap impres-
sions of visitors. Many Westerners in 
recent years have returned from the Soviet 
Union convinced that the official Com-
munist attitude to religion is softening. 
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But Ca versham, with its ear trained on 
Soviet and satellite stations, knows better. 
Religious topics continue to be studiously 
ignored, and religious holidays are men-
tioned only to be deplored and mocked at. 
The only exceptions are some local 
stations in Georgia and Armenia, where 
there are still important religious semin-
aries for young people. "The Communists 
there," a monitor explains, "have to 
broadcast religious programmes- pro-
grammes, incidentally, of a very high 
standard- if they want the staff and pupils 
at their seminaries to switch on their sets 
at all.' ' Outside Georgia and Armenia, 
however, religion is taboo. Pope Pius 
XII's death rated no more than one 
short sentence: and that was tucked away 
at the end of the news bulletin between 
sets of production figures and the weather 
news. Even the official condolences of the 
Russian Orthodox Church received no 
mention, except in broadcasts directed at 
audiences outside the Soviet Union. 
Prague and Budapest- like Moscow-
practically ignored the passing of the 
Pope. Only Warsaw, of all the Com-
munist radio stations, treated it as an 
event of major importance. 
News, in fact, is as rigidly manipulated 
behind the Iron Curtain as ever. The 
American moon rocket was mentioned so 
briefly and so near the end of news 
bulletins that most Russians can hardly be 
expected to know anything about it. On 
the other hand, every mishap at Cape 
Canaveral gets generous coverage in the 
early part of news bulletins. Only Warsaw, 
where the moon rocket was treated as the 
most significant of the day, seems to have 
a different sense of news values. 
The biggest problem facing the moni-
tors today is the overcrowding of the 
radio waves. A new station begins broad-
casting practically every month. 
Still, if anyone can make sense out of 
the confused babel of voices in the ether, 
it is the monitors at Caversham Park. 
Their sense of rapid and accurate aural 
assimilation is second to none. In the 
later stages of the Hungarian revolution, 
when the freed om fighters were temp-
orarily in control of Budapest, a monitor 
put through a long-distance call to her 
mother in the Hungarian capital. The old 
lady complained that it was difficult to 
move about because the tram service had 
broken down. 
"You're wrong there," said the monitor, 
"I've been listening to Radio Budapest 
and I've just heard a tram." 
Few people realize how much the free 
world owes to Caversham's keen ears. 
Even in Britain the Monitoring Service is 
virtually unknown. Perhaps that is because 
the cost of the service is almost ridic-
ulously small compared with other items 
of government expenditure. It comes to 
just under $1,500,000 a year- roughly a 
quarter of the cost of one naval escort 
ship . 
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Aviation and Canada are synonymous-a natural team since the day the Hon. J. A. D. 
McCurdy piloted the first powered flight in the British Empire - showing the way to 
quick transportation over vast distances and providing a means of swift communication 
between inhabited centres. 
Aviation and electronics are also synonymous, as are E.M.I. and Cossor with electronics 
-both companies having pioneered in electronic research, development and design 
since the turn of the century; both being recognized world leaders in the electronic field. 
Now, in Canada, these two great firms are partners and will, with the completion of their 
new plant at Woodside, Nova Scotia, provide this country with the finest engineering 
teams and the most modern facilities for electronic research, development, design and 
production. 
Head Office - 301 Windsor Street, Halifax, N.S. 
and 
Montreal - Ottawa - Toronto 
q~~-
BIG! EXACTING! IMPORTANT! 
New Ferry Dock at Caribou, Nova Scotia 
.... designed and built to accommodate the Ferry Lord Selkirk, newest addition 
to the Northumberland Ferry service operating between Nova Scotia and Prince 
Edward Island. 
This new Ferry Dock required the driving of approxin1ately 1,000 tons of sheet 
piling, the installation of a new fendering system, new car ramp and the latest 
in hoisting equipment. 
Built on the same site as the old Ferry Dock, this project was completed in record 
time while still maintaining an uninterrupted Ferry schedule between the two 
Provinces. 
T. C. GORMAN CONSTRUCTION COMPANY 
LIMITED 
GENERAL CONTRACTORS 
Specializing in Heavy Marine Construction 
505 Roy Building, Halifax, N.S. Phone 3-844 7 
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An Atlantic Advocate Book 
Ready in February to synchronize 
with the Golden Anniversary of the 
First Powered Flight in Canada 
"THE 
SILVER DART" 
The Authentic Story of 
the Hon. J. A. D. McCurdy, Canada's First Pilot 
by H. GORDON GREEN 
Published under the authority of the National Co-ordinating Council for the Golden 
Anniversary of Flight in Canada. 
The authorized account of the first powered flight in Canada, when, on February 
23rd, 1909, the Hon. J. A. D. McCurdy flew the Silver Dart off the ice over Bras d'Or 
Lake near Baddeck, Nova Scotia. 
This is the dramatic true story of Mr. McCurdy's early life at Baddeck, his associa-
tion with Dr. Alexander Graham Bell, famous inventor of the telephone, the development 
and first flight of the Silver Dart, and the events leading to the creation of the Royal 
Canadian Air Force and the start of commercial aviation in Canada. 
The book will be 6 inches by 9 inches, bound in blue cloth with 
silver lettering, in dust jacket with a striking coloured illustra-
tion. The book will be of 224 pages with 32 pages oj illustra-
tions, and will be set in 12-point Ehrhardt monotype. 
Price: $4.95 
FULL TRADE DISCOUNTS 
Brunswick Press Ltd. is now taking orders for this book, which will be launched with 
national coast-to-coast publicity in connection with the SOth anniversary of the flight. 
The first GOLDEN ANNIVERSARY edition is a limited special one, and to ensure 
supplies, orders should be placed without delay for immediate shipment. 
BRUNSWICK PRESS LTD. · FREDERICTON, N.B. • CANADA 
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The replica of the Silver Dart, which is being flown at Baddeck on February 23 
THE SILVER DART 
FLIES AGAIN 
A Preview of an Important New Book and a Significant Anniversary. 
by L. S. LOOMER 
T HERE ARE ONLY rare moments of triumph in the history of any nation. Although it is a young 
country, Canada has its share of these 
days of glory, and many of these have 
occurred on or near the Atlantic shores. 
One of these memorable days of Can-
adian history was February 23, 1909. 
This was the day that J. A. D. McCurdy 
first flew the Silver Dart at Baddeck, 
Cape Breton. 
The story of the Silver Dart is one of 
courage and imagination. It is the story 
of gallant men who had the foresight to 
realize the commercial and military im-
portance of flying. 
The story is also that of a woman, a 
woman handicapped in her daily life by 
the distressing affliction of deafness. This 
woman was Mrs. Alexander Graham Bell, 
wife of the inventor of the telephone. It 
was she who suggested to her husband 
that he gather together a group of young 
men to assist in testing his ideas about 
controlledflight. It was she who suggested 
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the formation of the Aerial Experiment 
Association, and it was she who provided 
a substantial sum of money to finance 
this organization. How easily she might 
have put her funds to more obviously 
practical use ! 
This month all of Canada honours Mr. 
Mccurdy and his associates, for much of 
the development of Canada, both com-
mercially and in military stature, has 
depended upon aircraft. The members of 
the Aerial Experiment Association brought 
aircraft to Canada and Mr. McCurdy was 
the first person to make a successful flight 
in this country, indeed the first British 
subject to do so in the Commonwealth. 
First members of the Aerial Experiment 
Association were Dr. Bell, Mr. Mccurdy, 
and F. W. (Casey) Baldwin, a young 
engineer whom Mr. McCurdy had en-
couraged to come to Baddeck from 
Toronto to assist Dr. Bell in his experi-
ments. 
Next to join the group was Lieutenant 
Thomas E. Selfridge of the First United 
25 
States Field Artillery, an aerial enthusiast 
and somewhat the United States Army's 
authority on flying. Such was the prestige 
of Dr. Bell in Washington that President 
Theodore Roosevelt posted Selfridge 
from West Point to Baddeck at Dr. Bell's 
request. 
The fifth member of the group was 
Glenn H. Curtiss, the ingenious motor-
cycle manufacturer from Hammondsport, 
New York, and an expert builder of 
light-weight engines. Next to the Wright 
brothers, Curtiss is considered the greatest 
American aviation pioneer and inventor. 
Dr. Bell fully understood the import-
ance of the task the group was under-
taking, for in 1909, during an address to 
the Canadian Club of Ottawa, he said, 
"The nation that controls the air will 
ultimately be the foremost nation of the 
world." 
What a prophetic statement that was, 
especially in view of today's threatening 
realities of guided missiles, sputniks and 
nuclear bombs! 
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On February 23rd in the year 
1909, John Alexander Douglas 
McCurdy made the first air-
plane flight in the British Em-
pire, in the Silver Dart, at 
Baddeck, Nova Scotia. 
This first test flight covered 
about a mile and a half, flying 
at thirty feet at forty miles an 
hour. Later the Silver Dart 
made flights of 20 miles and 
over. 
The following year McCurdy 
took the Silver Dart to Peta-
wawa to interest the Govern-
ment of Canada in flying as a 
means of national defence. 
He was the first man to pro-
pose a Canadian air service, 
and in so doing laid the f oun-
dation for Canada's . prom1-
nence in air transport and air 
def enc~. 
The Silver Dart was the 
policy which insured Can-
ada's Air Future. 
LIMITED 
Insurance Counsellors 
47 ARGYLE STREET 
HALIFAX, NOV A SCOTIA 
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The anniversary stamp 
The story of the pioneers is skilfully 
recorded in a new book, entitled The Silver 
Dart, written by H. Gordon Green, and 
published by The Atlantic Advocate as a 
contribution to Canadian history in this 
fiftieth anniversary year of Mr. McCurdy's 
famous flight at Baddeck. 
The book is the authentic story of the 
Hon. J. A. D. McCurdy, Canada's first 
and the world's oldest living pilot, and 
is published under the authority of the 
National Co-ordinating Council for the 
Golden Anniversary of Flight in Canada. 
The book is a great deal more than that 
too. It is a story of triumphs and failures, 
all of them dramatic and human, some of 
them passionate and tragic. It is an im-
portant book for all Canadians and an 
absorbing narrative for all who are 
interested in aircraft and the people who 
build and fly them. 
Mr. Green carefully traces the activities 
of this group in the early years of the 
century. He tells of the kite experiments 
at Baddeck, of the glider flights at Ham-
mondsport, and of the joyous flight of the 
group's first successful aircraft, the Red 
Wing, by Casey Baldwin. 
There were other aircraft and other 
flights at Hammondsport. Then tragedy 
struck. Self ridge was killed in the crash 
of an aircraft piloted by Orville Wright, 
near Washington. 
The harmony of the association had 
been disrupted, and its end was already 
in sight. I ts mission had been "to get a 
man into the air" and this had been 
accomplished many times. Before the 
disruption, however, a new achievement 
was to come. It was to be Mr. McCurdy's 
day of glory, and on February 23, 1909, 
at Baddeck, Mr. McCurdy flew the Silver 
Dart ... This was the day that gives the 
Aerial Experiment Association a chapter 
in the story of Canada. 
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~.The work of the Association is of great 
importance in aviation. Not only did they 
get their aircraft successfully into the air, 
these pioneers developed the tricycle 
landing gear, and the aileron, the rudder-
type device by which controlled flight of 
aircraft is possible at all. 
After the dissolution of the Aerial 
Experiment Association, McCurdy and 
Baldwin undertook the manufacture of 
aircraft. The Baddeck Nutnber One, which 
they built, was the first successful aircraft 
manufactured in Canada. They went on 
to demonstrate the use of aircraft to the 
Canadian Army, and although the trials 
at Camp Petawawa were not altogether 
successful and did not convince the 
authorities, the trials did convince a great 
many Canadians of the value of the air-
craft in national defence. 
Imagine being told by no less a person 
than the Minister of Militia and Defence 
for Canada, "The aeroplane is an inven-
tion of the devil and will never play any 
part in such serious business as the defence 
of a nation ... " 
This rancorous outburst was levelled at 
Mr. McCurdy by the Hon. Sam Hughes 
during an interview in 1914 when Mr. 
McCurdy was attempting to explain the 
value of aircraft as military machines. 
Today such a statement seems ludicrous, 
but this was the type of stubbornness that 
Mr. McCurdy met time after time in 
attempting to persuade the Canadian 
government to organize and train an air 
defence force. This was the type of 
stubbornness that he continued to face 
throughout the First World War when, 
in spite of oppo~ition to his proposals 
from Canadian officialdom, he established 
two military flying schools in Toronto. 
There he trained Canadians and British 
soldiers and sailors for the battles over-
seas. Among this group were Raymond 
Collishaw, W. A. Curtis and Robert 
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Leckie, all of whom became air marshals. 
Another student pilot was an American, 
affectionately known by his friends as 
"Hap". He later became General H. H. 
Arnold of the United States Anny Air 
Force, and one of the great men of 
American military aviation. 
Green's book tells of Mr. McCurdy's 
happy years at Baddeck, including a 
famous houseboat that will be the envy 
of every male reader who has fond re-
collections of his own Huckleberry Finn 
days. The book tells of barnstorming days 
in the United States and Cuba, punctuated 
by grave dangers, of amusing huckstering 
and of brash swindles. It tells of the 
struggles for early military and com-
mercial aviation in Canada and of Mr. 
McCurdy's recognition by the late Prime 
Minister Mackenzie King, who appointed 
him lieutenant-governor of Nova Scotia. 
The book's 224 pages include forty-one 
photographs, some of them reproduced 
for the first time anywhere, and many of 
them never before published in Canada. 
This, and the vivid text of the book were 
possible through close co-operation be-
tween Mr. McCurdy and Mr. Green. 
Many of the photographs have been 
provided from the Bell Family collection 
of the National Geographic Society in 
Washington, though the courtesy of Dr. 
Gilbert Grosvenor, Chairman of the 
Society, who wrote the foreword for the 
book. 
General the Hon. A. G. L. Mc-
Naughton, who commanded Canada's 
Army during the Second World War, 
wrote a preface for the book, in recogni-
tion of the importance of Mr. McCurdy's 
contribution to Canadian defence. 
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At top the Silver Dart is seen in flight at Baddeck on Feb. 23, 1909, in this photograph by 
H. M. Benner. Below is the Bell house, Beinn Bhreagh, at Baddack, where the Aerial 
Experiment Association was founded. 
Top photo, courtesy and copyright, National Geographic Society 
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ATLANTIC 
AVIATION 
LIMITED 
FL YING SCHOOLS 
Enroll now for '59 flying 
training. Private, Com-
mercial, Instrument. 
AIRCRAFT SALES 
Representatives for Piper 
aircraft for the Atlantic 
Provinces. 
AIRCRAFT CHARTER 
National and Internation-
al (Land and Seaplanes) 
AERIAL PHOTOGRAPHIC 
SURVEYS 
Topographical, Timber 
Inventories, Watershed, 
etc. 
Hal if ax, Nova Scotia 
P.O. Box 911 Phone 82-3298 
See your travel Agent- No 
one can serve you better 
•, 
SERVING THE MARITIMES 
FOR 12 YEARS 
MARITIME 
TRAVEL SERVICE 
76 Granville Street 
HALIFAX, NOVA SCOTIA 
WE ARE AGENTS FOR ALL 
AIRLINES, STEAMSHIPS, BUS 
LINES AND TOUR OPERATORS 
Independent or Conducted 
Tours- Local or Overseas 
BERMUDA - CARIBBEAN 
HAWAII 
Anywhere in the World 
NO SERVICE CHARGE 
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The Hon. J. A . D . M cCurdy holdin~ a m odel of the Silver Dart 
This year, on February 23, at Bad deck, 
an exact replica of the Silver Dart, built 
by R.C.A.F. personnel at Trenton, 
Ontario, will be flown from the ice of the 
Bras d'Or Lakes at approximately the 
same spot where Mr. McCurdy made his 
historic flight years ago. Mr. McCurdy 
will be there, and a special load of maa, 
including letters appropriately franked at 
Baddeck, will be carried aboard the air-
craft. The letters are greetings from Prime 
Minister John Diefenbaker to heads of 
state and other dignitaries throughout 
the world on the occasion of the anni-
versary. 
Just before the flight of the Silver Dart, 
there will be a fly-past with modern air-
craft of the R.C.A.F., and following the 
ceremonies, the R.C.A. F. will fly Mr. 
McCurdy to Montreal to attend a special 
anniversary dinner. There, the Canadian 
Aeronautical Institute is beginning a two-
day anniversary meeting at the Queen 
Elizabeth Hotel. 
In other centres throughout the country 
there will be special banquets in honour 
of the anniversary, and in Ottawa, the 
Postmaster-General, the Hon. William 
McL. Hamilton, is issuing a commemora-
tive stamp bearing an illustration of Mr. 
McCurdy flying the Silver Dart, with a 
background of modern planes resembling 
Avro Arrows. 
The anniversary celebrations began in 
January at Ottawa, and there is an im-
pressive schedule of events continuing 
through the year to early November. 
During the annual general meeting of the 
Canadian Aeronautical Institute at In-
gonish Beach, N.S., from June 15 to 17, 
members will attend the dedication of a 
cairn at Baddeck to commemorate the 
first powered flight in Canada. In October, 
the Institute of Aeronautical Science will 
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adjourn its conference in New York to 
attend a two-day anniversary celebration 
in Toronto, as guests of the Canadian 
Aeronautical Institute. 
Dr. Grosvenor, in the foreword to 
The Silver Dart, pays this tribute to a 
great Canadian: " In my years with the 
National Geographic Society I have come 
to know nearly all of the great explorers 
of our time. I have known Peary, Shackle-
ton, Amundsen, Lindbergh, Byrd and 
many others of their breed. And I want 
to say that I regard John A. D. McCurdy 
as a man who ranks with the very greatest 
of these." 
Wing Commander Harold Pearce, 
national co-ordinator of the anniversary 
council, says, "This council believes that 
the history of Canadian aviation has been 
poorly served by writers of the past fifty 
years. Only here and there has there been 
any publication of a worth-while nature. 
As a result of this, too little of our early 
aviation history is known and the young 
people of Canada too often turn to the 
exploits of other countries for any interest 
in aviation as a subject. 
"The historical essence of Mr. Green's 
book is most commendable and we hope 
to see it have wide-spread coverage 
throughout educational institutions in this 
country. The Council commends this 
volume to any who have an interest in 
Canadian history." 
No nation can attain maturity until it 
can shed its self-consciousness sufficiently 
to give praise to its heroes. One of 
Canada's heroes is the Hon. J. A. D. 
McCurdy, the first British subject to fly 
a heavier-than-air craft in the Common-
wealth, and the man essentially respons-
ible for the creation of the Royal Can-
adian Air Force and the beginning of 
commercial aviation in this country. 
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On February 23, 1909, ]. A. D. McCurdy- later Lieutenant 
Governor of Nova Scotia - flew the Silver Dart a distance of 
half a mile about 30 feet over Bad deck Bay - and the first suc-
cessful flight in Canada and the British Commonwealth had 
taken place in Nova Scotia. 
This flight was the culminating effort of the Aerial Experiment 
Association formed by Alexander Graham Bell, Glen Curtiss, 
Lieutenant Thomas E. Selfridge, Nova Scotian J. A. D. Mc-
curdy and Ontario born F. W. "Casey" Baldwin, and led to the 
formation of the first aircraft manufacturing company in the 
Commonwealth - also at Baddeck. 
In honouring these five gifted men the Province recalls other 
great firsts in the colourful history of Nova Scotia: John Cabot's 
first landfall on the North American Continent, at Cape Bre-
ton in 1497; the first permanent settlement of white people 
north of the Gulf of Mexico, at Port Royal in 1605; and, 200 
years ago, the inauguration at Hal if ax of the first parliament in 
Canada. 
Nova Scotia, this green-mantled province of unsurpassed nat-
ural beauty, is justly proud of the start here of flying in Canada 
and the Commonwealth. This year, with world interest f o-
cussed skywards, it is fitting to remember the farsighted pion-
eers who started in Nova Scotia a success story to which no 
bounds can now be set. 
THE PROVINCE OF NOVA SCOTIA 
2452 '{( i. /Jr QM/\ uiJ 
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As Canada celebrates its GOLDEN 
ANNIVERSARY of FLIGHT, TCA is proud 
to have played an important part in 
this fifty years of history. 28 years after 
the "Silver Dart" made its first flight, 
TCA flew its first passenger service in 
a IO-seater Lockheed. The route mile-
age, Vancouver-Seattle, was 122. From 
this modest beginning, the story has 
been one of steady progress. Today, 
TCA flies over 32,000 miles of world 
air routes, serving 57 communities. 
Next year, TCA will introduce 127-
seater, 550 m.p.h. DCB jetliners, po,v-
ered by Rolls-Royce Conway turbo-jet 
engines. Shortly after, new prop-jet 
Vanguards will go into service on 
TCA's high density inter-city and 
Southern routes. 
With these two new types, and the 
famous Viscounts, TCA will become 
the first intercontinental airline in the 
world to operate an all-turbine fleet. 
TC~J\. plans to stay in the front rank 
of world airlines . 
Specimen DC-8 fiying 
times - Vancouver to 
Toronto, 4 hours 10 
minutes, Montreal to 
London, 6 hours 
10 minutes. 
FEBRUARY, 1959 
The Avro Arrow 
AVIATION'S YEAR OF DECISION 
T HIS YEAR OF 1959 will be celebrated, across the country, as the Golden Anniversary of Flight in Canada. 
The celebrations are intended to remind 
Canadians of the contributions which 
Canada has made to aviation and the 
immense role that aviation has played in 
Canadian progress. 
Quite apart from the anniversary cele-
brations, Canadians are likely to re-
member 1959 as a year of decision in 
Canadian aviation history, probably the 
most significant year in the half-century 
of Canadian flight. 
Prime Minister Diefenbaker has indi-
cated that the programme for building 
Arrow interceptors for the Royal Can-
adian Air Force may be cancelled, though 
the final decision is not expected before 
March 31. 
Canadian Pacific Air Lines have been 
granted the right to operate a "trans-
Canada" service from Vancouver to 
Montreal, ending the 22-year monopoly 
of such services by Trans-Canada Air 
Lines. 
Defence Minister Pearkes has an-
nounced that the R.C.A.F. is to take over 
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direction of the United States-constructed 
Distant Early Warning (DEW) Line. 
The Arrow programme, unfortunately, 
has become a political issue, as well as an 
ind us trial one, and its complexity has 
been reduced, in statements of recent 
months, to a simplicity that is dangerously 
deceptive. 
The issue, as it has been placed before 
the public lately, is merely this: if the 
Arrow programme is scrapped, it will 
mean the end of the Canadian aircraft 
industry and the Royal Canadian Air 
Force. No alternatives have been sug-
gested. 
National pride is considerably involved 
and is, perhaps, the greatest single force 
behind the Arrow programme, as at 
present outlined. The Arrow is Canadian-
designed and produced ; its engines are, 
eventually, to be Canadian-designed and 
produced. Employment considerations 
support this attitude; the Avro aircraft 
and engine plants employ some 10,000 
people. 
To support this buy-Canadian attitude 
is the fact that airmen, Canadian, Amer-
ican and British, have stated that the 
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missile will never entirely replace the 
manned aircraft and that manned aircraft 
will be required for many years to come. 
The facts are somewhat less simple, and 
considerably less frightening. 
Avro is not by any means the whole 
Canadian aircraft industry. Its employ-
ment figures are about one fourth the 
industry's total. 
It is only in the last few years that 
Canada has depended on Canadian-
designed combat aircraft (the CF-100). 
During the same period, the Canadian air 
division in NATO service in Europe has 
been equipped with Sabres- Canadian-
built and Canadian-modified, but Amer-
ican-designed. The R.C.A.F., in its thirty-
five years of existence, has operated almost 
entirely with aircraft of American or 
British design. 
This tradition may very well be con-
tinued, with Canada building her own 
aircraft, but of American or British 
design, and thereby avoiding the very 
expensive research and development which 
few countries in the world can afford. 
The difference in cost is impressive. 
Canadians have been given the impression 
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1909-1959 
From the DART in 1909 to the 
Arrow in 1959 a pattern of aero-
nautical accomplishment has 
been dramatically recorded in 
Canada. The past half century of 
Canada's growth and increasing 
stature has been greatly acceler-
ated by the swift and vigorous 
momentum of the men and 
machines of the Air Age. 
Well established in the Jet Age, 
Canada's aeronautical resources 
'vill continue to meet the urgent 
requirements of a nation on wings. 
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that the Arrow is just about ready to go 
into operation. In fact, it is some three 
years away from R.C.A.F. duty. The air-
plane itself has years of tests and modi-
fications ahead of it and the engines 
ordered for it, the Orenda 1 roquois, have 
not yet been test-flown. The prototypes 
being flown now are powered by Amer-
ican-designed Pratt and Whitney engines. 
Yet the programme, so far, has cost an 
estimated $400 million. It is estimated 
that the complete programme, to equip 
nine home-defence squadrons and provide 
spares, would cost more than two billion 
dollars. 
Would an American-designed inter-
ceptor meet Canada's particular needs? 
In the past, it has been believed that it 
would not. For patrolling Canada's vast, 
unpopulated North, it was considered 
that special types, with especially long 
range and buiJt-in navigation systems, 
were required. 
The supersonic speeds of today's 
bombers, and the interceptors to meet 
them, make this vision of air "patrol" a 
thing of the past. The Arrow probably 
has a flight time of an hour, including 
climb to required altitude and a few 
minutes of combat. This means that its 
operating range from base is not much 
more than 500 miles. 
At its designed speed, some 1,400 miles 
an hour, the Arrow, like the CF-100, 
must be directed to the target area by 
ground control. Only the southernmost 
of the three radar lines includes ground 
control. The DEW Line and the Mid-
Canada are only- at present at least-
warning lines. 
While the immediate fate of Avro 
depends on the Canadian Government's 
decision, two other Canadian aeroplane 
builders, Canadair and de Havilland of 
Canada, continue to seek markets in 
many parts of the world. 
During 1958, Canadair completed nine 
years of Sabre Jet production, during 
which 1,815 Sabres were provided for the 
air forces of ten countries, including the 
United States and Great Britain. The 
company is currently producing the giant 
Argus submarine hunter and killer for the 
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At top, T.C.A.'s super G Constellation. Below, a group of CF-JOO's 
Maritime command of the R.C.A.F., and 
the even larger CL-44 troup transport for 
transport command. Canadair is also 
tooling up for production of the Canadair-
540 Cosmopolitan, an international pro-
duct, which will have British Napier Eland 
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turbo-prop engines in a Canadair-pro-
duced Convair 440 fuselage. 
Canadair also has the licence to install 
Napier Eland engines in the hundreds of 
Convair 340's and 440's now being flown 
on world airlines. Canadair will soon 
FEBRUARY, 1959 
S engines 
the A vro Arrow 
IT HAPPENED FIRST 
AT BADDECK, N.S. • • • 
On Feb. 23, 1909, a 35-horsepower, eight 
cylinder piston engine powered McCurdy's 
'Silver Dart' on the first official flight in 
the British Commonwealth. 
Today, less than a lifetime later, over 60,000 
horsepower in Orenda's IROQUOIS turbojet-
an engine six times the combined weight of the 
'Silver Dart', its engine, pilot and fuel. 
DA 
ENGINES LIMITED 
MALTON, CANADA 
MEMBER: A. V. ROE CANADA LIMITED & THE HAWKER SIDDELEY GROUP 
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begin an extensive sales tour of three 
continents intended to secure sales of the 
civilian version of the CL-44 and the new 
Cosmopolitan, the first of which made its 
first test flight this month. 
In the field of civil aviation, the decision 
to permit C.P.A. to operate one return 
flight a day from Vancouver to Montreal, 
with stops at Winnipeg and Toronto, is 
as significant as the issue of the Arrow. 
C.P.A.'s original application was for 
five return flights daily on a variety of 
routes from the West Coast to Montreal. 
C.P.A. argued that most of the business 
to support these services would be new 
business, generated by a greater frequency 
of flights and a concentration on tourist-
fare facilities. Trans-Canada declared that 
C.P.A.'s figures were unrealistic and that 
it would suffer serious deficits if the appli-
cation were approved. 
The Air Transport Board's decision, to 
be reviewed in two years, was a very 
cautious one. One return flight a day will 
not carry enough passengers to prove the 
arguments of either airline. But it did 
establish the principle, new in Canadian 
aviation, that cross-Canada airline com-
petition should be encouraged, when 
possible, and that it is possible in a small 
way now. 
Another point in the A.T.B. decision 
which was approved by the Cabinet is 
equally significant. Regional airlines, said 
Transport Minister Hees, will be en-
couraged to expand their charter services 
in order to improve their financial posi-
tion. This illustrates the government's 
appreciation of the vast changes that have 
taken place in the regional carriers' status 
in the last few years. 
A decade ago, only the two largest 
carriers, T.C.A. and C.P.A., had the 
equipment to operate Jong-distance routes. 
Regional carriers were well cared for by 
regulations set down in the 'thirties. They 
operated services mostly north and south 
over ranges of less than 1,000 miles. 
DEW Line building and re-supply 
contracts changed all that. Four more 
carriers today are quite capable of pro-
viding long-distance services, trans-Can-
ada or trans-Atlantic-Pacific Western, 
Maritime Central, Wheeler and Transair. 
They have provided services of this kind 
in emergencies, such as the Hungarian 
immigrant airlift. 
The Wheatcroft Report, commissioned 
by the Transport Department last year, 
noted the new importance and the new 
capability of regional airlines. It suggested 
that the difficult financial situation of the 
regional lines could be improved by 
turning over to them some of Trans-
Canada' s local services. 
This golden anniversary year is only a 
few weeks old. It already promises to be 
as important in Canadian aviation history 
as any twelve months in the last half-
century. 
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"Polly-Cello is the name 
For bags that satisfy, 
And since this is our special aim 
Why not give them a try?" 
POLY-CELLO BAGS LIMITED 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
Sales Agent• and Distributors : 
EASTERN PAPER PRODUCTS LIMITED 
Head Office: 211-213 Wentworth Street, Saint John, N.B. 
Branch Office: 195 Barrington Street, Halifax, N.S. 
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/ " The Quality Kind' 
t SINCE 1815 
Stars on the 
bottle ... Stars 
in your glass 
A sparkling treat ... a perfect 
mixer. Never sticky sweet, always 
bright and bracing. Blends with 
and heigh tens fl.a vors. 
Look for the beautiful green bottles 
with the sparkling white stars. 
Stock up ... get your Sussex 
Extra Dry Ginger Ale in the 
big bottle Economy Packs. 
S USSEX GINGER A LE LTD. 
Sussex, New Brunswick 
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MEMO 
From: Office Manager 
To: STENOCORD 
Division of Transocean Trading Inc. 
267 Dunbar Avenue 
Montreal, Quebec 
I am interested in the following: 
[] 5 day trial--no obligation. 
'=:) 10 minute personal demonstration. 
D Illustrated brochure and prices. 
Name •.•...•..••..•.........•................ 
Company .....•.............••................ 
Address .•....••••••..•••.•••••.............. 
City ••....•.••••......•••• Prov ............. . 
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Wallace Rupert Turnbull 
I N THE EARLY YEARS of the century, there was a strong stigma attached to experimenters with aircraft. Those who 
were attempting to get aircraft into the 
air, and even those who just contemplated 
the possibilities, were considered some-
what "odd". 
In the quiet New Brunswick village of 
Rothesay, a young woman urged her 
husband to be unobtrusive in his work, 
lest he be taken for another "flying-
machine crank". The young woman's 
advice, however, did not prevent visitors 
and neighbours from thinking him a bit 
peculiar. In good humour, he probably 
even encouraged the idea, for later, when 
he had built the first wind tunnel in 
Canada, he would take visitors into his 
workshop, turn on the machine, and to 
their asto~ishment their clothes would be 
nearly blown from their backs. 
This jocose man was Wallace Rupert 
Turnbull. Few Canadians today even 
know his name, and even fewer know of 
his many inventions and their importance. 
He was the inventor of the variable pitch 
propeller and one of the greatest Canadian 
experimenters in aviation. 
Turnbull's propeller was especially 
geared to permit the pilot to change the 
pitch while in flight, by rotating the blades, 
and in 1929 the term controllable pitch 
came into use to distinguish them from 
propellers in which the pitch was varied 
along the blade. 
A fixed pitch propeller is generally 
designed for high speed, and the variable 
pitch propeller offers no advantage for 
this except at high altitudes. For take-off, 
climb, efficient cruise, distance travel of 
heavily-loaded transports and in case of 
failure of one or more engines of a multi-
engined aircraft, variable pitch offers 
definite advantages. 
Born in Saint John, Turnbull studied at 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
. < 
THE 
PROPELLER MAN 
The story of 
Wallace R upert Turnbull 
by ART HUR K. LESLIE 
Cornell University, from which he was 
graduated with a degree in mechanical 
engineering in 1893. The following year 
he did graduate work in physics and 
electrical engineering there, but took no 
graduate degree. 
Immediately following his marriage to 
Mary Willis Davidson of Saint John, in 
1894, he and Mrs. Turnbull left for 
Germany. They stayed for twelve months, 
and he did graduate work in physics at 
Heidelberg during the summer and at 
Berlin during the winter. After his return 
to Canada in 1895, Turnbull had a bout 
with ill health, but he returned to Cornell 
to take up graduate work on light in the 
fall of 1896. As a result of these studies, he 
became an experimental engineer with the 
Edison Lamp Works (now the General 
Electric Company) at Harrison, New 
Jersey. Again poor health overcame him, 
and in 1901 he returned to Rothesay. 
About 1900 Turnbull had become 
interested in aeronautical research. He 
became convinced that the aeroplane was 
soon to be a reality. 
Setting up shop as a consulting engineer, 
Turnbull began his experiments. He took 
over a building known as Anderson's 
barn, in the wooded area of Rothesay 
Park. 
By 1906, Anderson's barn had become 
too crowded with experiments, and Turn-
bull acquired another barn, Fraser's. This 
three-storey structure was later moved and 
attached to his home. J. H. Parkin of the 
National Research Council in Ottawa, 
who has written an excellent paper on 
Turnbull and his work, says that the 
inventor's greatest period of research 
activity was from 1906 to 1914, when he 
was using Fraser's barn. 
Turnbull worked on propellers, lift 
devices, internal combustion engines, 
turbines and hydroplanes. He was one of 
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the few men who undertook a careful, 
detailed, and methodical approach to the 
study and development of aeronautics. In 
1911 he wrote: "Popular opinion not-
withstanding, the science of aeronautics 
is in its infancy and should be encouraged, 
and we cannot hope for a satisfactory 
solution to the problem of aerial naviga-
tion until we have more scientific know-
ledge. If the money which is at present 
spent on aviation meets, the big prizes 
meaning simply a disproportionately large 
loss of life in accidents. were applied to 
solving the many problems that are 
presented to the thoughtful designer, the 
advancement of the science would un-
doubtedly be more rapid." 
He undertook to verify ideas and 
opinions on the problems of flight, those 
of others as well as his own. 
In 1902 he built the first wind tunnel in 
Canada, in Anderson's barn. Only two 
earlier wind tunnels had been built in 
America. The wind tunnels and hydro-
planes played a great part in Turnbull's 
development of the variable pitch pro-
peller. 
With the devoted attention of a scientist, 
Turnbull was concerned with the effi-
ciency of aircraft and their component 
parts. His first consideration was for the 
efficiency of the wings, and he undertook 
studies on this subject. In 1908 before the 
Aeronautical Society of Great Britain he 
read a paper entitled "The Efficiency of 
Aeroplanes, Propellers, and Motors, etc.'' 
During this trans-atlantic trip he went to 
France, where he investigated motors 
being used by aerial experimenters there. 
En route back to Canada he wrote to Dr. 
Alexander Graham Bell, giving his 
observations of French aeronautical en-
gines he had seen. This was the result of 
a promise he had made to Dr. Bell in 
October, 1907, during a visit to Baddeck. 
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Mr. Parkin says, "Turnbull considered 
the aeroplane of that day a soaring 
machine made possible by the light 
motors available, rather than a true flying 
machine. The soaring machine was not 
practical in a gusty wind, and hence not a 
solution. The contemporary aeroplane 
was not conceived on correct principles 
and until correct principles were dis-
covered by painstaking research work, 
development would be at a standstill. He 
concluded, 'We cannot build on sand, let 
us have the research work for a founda-
tion.'" 
From 1906 to 1912 Turnbull worked on 
the laws of aerodynamics, experimenting 
with many devices designed to obtain 
dynamic support from the air, and in-
cluding aerofoils, airscrews, wing-flapping 
machines (ornithopters), rotary wings 
(helicopters), feathering pedal wheels and 
various devices for achieving mechanically 
a partial vacuum above a supporting 
surface. 
Turnbull formulated the following law: 
''The efficiency of any device designed to 
obtain dynamic support from the atmos-
phere, increases as the quantity of air 
acted upon increases and as the velocity 
of the air acted upon decreases." He was 
the first to point out and emphasize its 
applicability to all devices deriving dyna-
mic support from the air, Mr. Parkin says. 
In the early days of the First World 
War, Turnbull went to Britain, where he 
offered his services without pay to several 
well-known aircraft manufacturing com-
panies. The offer was declined. At this 
time he met E. C. Gordon England, one 
of the earliest British experimental pilots 
and constructors. England was at that 
time general manager of the aviation 
department of Frederick Sage and Com-
pany Limited, which, in the spring of 
1915, began the manufacture of aircraft 
and aircraft propellers at the request of 
the Admiralty. 
When Turnbull met England he was 
engaged in recruiting a team to design 
military aircraft. England was impressed 
with Turnbull and his long experience and 
knowledge, and offered him a position, 
with remuneration, in the group. Turnbull 
refused, saying that he thought the job 
was for younger men able to make longer 
use of their opportunities. He offered his 
services as an adviser, and England 
accepted. 
During this period Turnbull conducted 
a great deal of research work, particularly 
with propellers, and in 1916 he was already 
working on a "variable pitch and revers-
ing air propeller". In July of 1918 he had 
built his first model, and on the basis of 
this the Royal Air Force placed an order 
for three propellers with England and 
Turnbull, who had set up a company for 
the development of the variable pitch 
propeller. Shortly afterwards, however, 
the war ended, and the order was can-
celled. Turnbull left the model with 
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The propeller tested by the R.C.A.F. in 1927 
England when he returned to Canada, in 
hope that a British firm would be inter-
ested in its development and manufacture. 
England failed to get the propeller 
accepted in Britain and the firm was later 
dissolved. 
Having obtained a patent on the vari-
able pitch propeller, after an application 
made in Canada in I 919, Turnbull secured 
an agreement from the Canadian Air 
Force to test the apparatus. Some of the 
tests, made in 1922, were disappointing. 
With a grant of $1,500 from the 
R.C.A.F. Turnbull designed a new pro-
peller in 1925, and the propeller proper 
was constructed by Canadian Vickers 
Limited. The ground and flying tests were 
made at Camp Borden in June and July 
of 1927, and the performance and results 
were remarkably good. This was the first 
controllable pitch propeller developed and 
tested in Canada, and the first successful 
propeller of its type tested in the world. 
This model is now in the National 
Research Council aeronautical museum 
in Ottawa. 
Immediately after the tests Turnbull 
began negotiations with firms for the 
rights to his invention, and in 1929 an 
exclusive licence, with right to sub-licence, 
was granted to the Reed Propeller Com-
pany, a subsidiary of the Curtiss Aero-
plane and Motor Company, in turn a 
division of the Curtiss-Wright Corpora-
tion. 
The Curtiss-Wright Corporation took 
over the Turnbull agreement in 1942 on 
dissolution of the Reed Company, and in 
1943, the Curtiss-Wright Corporation was 
ordered to cease further payments of 
royalties to Turnbull. These royalties had 
become very large, following the outbreak 
of the Second World War. The U.S. 
Government order was relaxed to permit 
payments up to a certain annual maximum. 
In December 1944, however, the United 
States Government purchased the Turn-
bull patents outright, and no further 
royalties were paid, except that Curtiss 
purchased a paid-up licence for the re-
maining life of the patents. 
Further improvements had, of course, 
been made in the propeller, and during 
the Second World War 150,000 of these 
propellers were manufactured for the 
United States services. Turnbull had spent 
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twenty-three years in propeller research 
and development. 
Probably the first aviation engine in 
Canada was one delivered to Turnbull in 
May of 1906. This was an engine manu-
factured by the Duryea Power Company 
of Reading, Pennsylvania. After experi-
ments with this engine, Turnbull con-
cluded that the proper type of motor for 
an aircraft would be the rotary engine, 
and in 1907 he designed a turbo propeller, 
which combined a gas turbine and pro-
peller in one unit. Although it was prob-
ably the first device of its kind, Turnbull 
said it was "full of mistakes and never 
operated properly". 
After the First World War he resumed 
work on internal combustion engines, and 
in 1919 he experimented with gas turbines. 
Both Turnbull and Bell believed that 
experimenting above water was the safest 
and most rational method for dynamic 
flying machines, and Turnbull built two 
air-propelled hydroplanes in the period of 
1906 and 1907. Turnbull continued to 
advocate the use of aeroplanes and hydro-
planes that were sound from an engineering 
standpoint as a means of reducing the 
many fatalities occurring in flying ma-
chines at the time. 
In other fields of research Turnbull 
developed a torpedo screen, a bomb sight, 
a method of producing reinforced wood, 
and studied tidal power development. 
His torpedo screen for ships was some-
what like a hoop skirt, and he demons-
trated a model of the screen in Gordon 
England's bathtub. 
Trials were made for the Royal Navy 
in 1917, but the end of the war came 
before all of the technical difficulties were 
ironed out, and there was no further 
development of this project. The screens 
were designed to deflect and explode 
torpedoes before they struck the hull of 
a ship. 
In 1916 Turnbull applied for a patent 
on a bomb sight. The application was 
held up at the request of the Admiralty, 
as a wartime security measure. The usual 
muddle of red tape followed, and when 
Sages gave up the project in 1917, Turn-
bull and England undertook its develop-
ment themselves, but there is no record 
of a sight having been made. 
In connection with the manufacture of 
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wooden propellers, Turnbull developed a 
method for producing a consolidated 
wood. It was much stronger in every way 
than natural wood. He patented th is 
process, and Mr. Parkin says: "It appears 
that this work of Turnbull's initiated 
further research and development in this 
field leading to the development in com-
paratively recent years of the numerous 
types of compressed and 'improved' wood 
now on the market." 
In his usual thorough manner, Turnbull 
undertook the study of tidal power de-
velopments, in 1911, and laid down three 
basic requirements for a commercial tidal 
power development: a height of tide to 
provide adequate head, two large natural 
reservoirs, and a site central to the 
population to be served. In 1919 he con-
cluded that the most promising site 
commercially at that time was at Hope-
well Cape, at the confluence of the tidal 
estuaries of the Petitcodiac and Memram-
cook rivers at the head of the Bay of 
Fundy. In 1914 he patented his system for 
the development of continuous power 
from the tides, and the arrangement is 
considered as "probably the best two-
basin system that can be devised". 
Turnbull was full of energy and was a 
firm believer in hard work. He disliked 
idleness, and it is said that after serious 
illness he reduced his working time to 
only eight hours. 
Tennis and sailing were Turnbull's 
relaxations. He played tennis a great deal, 
even until the age of sixty-five, and was 
an unusually good player. He continued 
his sailing until two years before his 
death in 1954, and even in his sixties he 
continued to sail his ice-boat on the 
Kennebecasis River. 
In the first decade of the century, Turn-
bull, like other aerial scientists, was 
studying flight of birds, and he continued 
these observations of nature at various 
times through his career. His interest was 
largely academic, and in 1948 he began 
to find experimental work tiring. He was 
not satisfied with his results, gradually 
lost interest, and never wrote up his 
findings of these many years of observa-
tion of nature. 
Mr. Parkin says of his other work, 
"His diaries and notebooks are crammed 
with neatly tabulated data, diagrams and 
graphs," and "he travelled extensively 
between the aviation centres of Europe 
and America. There is no doubt that he 
was better known abroad than at home." 
Indeed, some of the earliest and most 
valuable Canadian contributions to the 
advancement of the new science of aero-
nautics were those of Wallace Rupert 
Turnbull. He was an inventor who ranks 
high in the estimation of science and 
should be recognized by his fellow 
countrymen with the same high regard 
that Americans and Canadians hold for 
Alexander Graham Bell, Thomas Alva 
Edison and other geniuses of invention. 
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The interior of the Bell Museum at Baddeck 
THE TELEPHONE'S INVENTOR 
ALSO FLEW KITES 
T HE INVENTOR of the telephone, Alexander Graham Bell, also longed to invent a flying ma-
chine which would lift a man into the 
sky. To find out the best shape he 
built hundreds of kites of all sizes and 
flew them from the hills around his 
summer home in Nova Scotia. How 
delighted the children were the summer 
night when Dr. Bell released dozens of 
large, coloured paper balloons, and 
lighted men, horses, cows and ele-
phants floated and dipped in the sky 
in all directions. 
On a sunny afternoon Dr. Bell and 
his workmen might have fifty kites and 
queer machines bobbing about in the 
wind at Baddeck, and one of the 
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by PHYLLIS R. BLAKELEY 
visitors who flew kites with Dr. Bell 
was Helen Keller, the blind and deaf 
woman whom he had helped to 
educate. 
Many of these kites may be seen in 
the new Bell Memorial Museum on the 
hill overlooking the beautiful Cape 
Breton town of Baddeck and the blue 
waters of the Bras d'Or Lakes. This 
unusual-looking triangular building 
stands in a fourteen-acre park donated 
by the Province of Nova Scotia. The 
museum was opened one hot August 
Saturday in 1956, and contains over a 
thousand exhibits given to the . Can-
adian people by the inventor's two 
daughters-Mrs. Gilbert Grosvenor 
and Mrs. David Fairchild. Dr. Bell 
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lived across the bay in the summer 
home he called Beinn Bhreagh, which 
means "beautiful mountain" in Gaelic, 
and there he lies buried beneath a 
granite boulder. 
When Dr. Bell began his aerial 
experiments in the 1890's, engines could 
not support a heavy machine in the 
air, let alone a man. The inventor 
watched eager little boys flying kites 
against the wind and thought that a 
large kite might be the answer. So the 
father of the telephone experimented 
with kites of a11 types- boxes, cart-
wheels, circles, triangles, and finally 
tetrahedral- a cell with four triangular 
faces. Busy seamstresses stitched scar-
let silk on thousands of frames, which 
FEBRUARY, 1959 
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"There shall be wings! If the 
accomplishment be not for me, 
'tis for some other:' 
LEONARDO DA VINCI (1452-1519) 
genius of the Renaissance, who 
wrote the first treatise on 
the mechanism of flight in 1505. 
And the "wings" came for Canada on February 23, 1909, when J. A. D. 
Mccurdy flew the "Silver Dart" for Alexander Graham Bell's Aerial 
Experiment Association and its five original members. Its first flight was 
for half a mile at 40 miles an hour at Baddeck, N.S. 
In the 50 years since, Canada has become one of the world's foremost 
air powers. Her aircraft manufacturing plants rank third in employment, 
and ninth in value of dollar output. Canada's airmen gained distinction 
in two World Wars; and her airlines rank fourth among all nations in 
passenger-miles flown annually. 
The future of aviation in Canada is as limitless as the potential of 
our young and vigorous nation. In so many realms of national activity-
transportation, exploration, defence-Canada will use the air with ever 
increasing effectiveness. 
CANADAIR ----------------------~ 
LIMITED, MONTREAL 
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made the kites look like flocks of red 
birds flying in the blue sky. 
The Bell Museum, which was erected 
by the Canadian Government at a cost 
of $375,000, is shaped like the odd-
looking kites because these tetrahedral 
kites inspired the design worked out 
by the architect, 0. Howard Leicester. 
There in the museum fifty-year-old 
tetrahedral kites are silhouetted against 
an enormous two-storey window, 
thirty-five feet high from floor to 
ceiling. The interior suggests a modern 
split-level home with one large room 
running the length of the ground floor 
and open staircases leading to a 
mezzanine and a lower level. 
As the kites grew in size, more 
workmen from Baddeck rowed across 
the bay to Beinn Bhreagh to heJp 
construct them and other inventions 
Dr. Bell was interested in. Giant kites 
were sent skyward by tying a rope to 
the collar of a farm horse, and having 
the animal gallop downhill. 
At last Dr. Bell built a box kite as 
big as a small room, which nothing but 
a hurricane could fly. He had been 
waiting for months to try it out, when 
a south-east gale swept up the Bras 
d'Or Lakes the night before Thanks-
giving, raising mountainous waves and 
tearing boats from their moorings. At 
dawn Dr. BeJl was at the laboratory, 
waiting impatiently for his Baddeck 
workmen to start the kite skyward in 
the gale. But the men never thought of 
the giant kite, and looking at the rough 
water, congratulated themselves that 
they need not row one and a half miles 
over the Bay that day. Finally Dr. Bell 
remembered that this was a holiday, 
and angrily locked the kite-house door 
and went home to bed! 
In 1907 a 42~-foot kite called the 
Cygnet was ready to carry a man into 
the air. 
Glenn H. Curtiss, who was building 
motor cycles in New York state, two 
young engineers from the University 
of Toronto, F. W. ("Casey") Baldwin 
and J. A. D. McCurdy, and Lieutenant 
Thomas E. Selfridge of the American 
Army joinea Dr. Bell to assist in his 
experiments. When the young men 
went out in a motor boat to try out 
kite models, Dr. Bell stood in the 
boat gazing up at the kites, with his 
unbuckled overshoes full of water, 
although he always promised Mrs. Bell 
not to get his feet wet. Mrs. Bell 
suggested that these young men be-
come her husband's partners in the 
Aerial Experiment Association and 
design machines "to get a man into the 
air". 
On December 6, 1907 the Cygnet was 
towed by a steamer over Baddeck Bay, 
rose 168 feet in the air, and remained 
aloft for seven minutes with Lieutenant 
Selfridge as passenger. The workmen 
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The exterior of the Bell Museum 
were so surprised to see a man flying 
that they for got to cut the rope. The 
kite was dragged under and destroyed. 
Four airplanes were built and flown 
at Curtiss's motorcycle factory at 
Hammondsport, New York-the Red 
Wing, White Wing, June Bug and 
Silver Dart. The last was taken to 
Baddeck early in 1909 for further 
experimentation. On February 23 
1909, Dr. Bell and 150 skaters and 
spectators gathered on frozen Baddeck 
Bay to watch a horse and sleigh tow 
the Silver Dart into position. With 
J. A. D. Mccurdy at the controls, the 
plane ran forward on its tricycle 
landing gear, slowly rose into the air 
and flew over the ice for half a mile. 
While Mr. McCurdy was landing two 
little girls skated in front of the de-
scending plane, but the pilot swerved, 
missed the children and made a perfect 
landing. 
This was not only the first airplane 
flight in Canada- it was the first in the 
Commonwealth. Orville Wright had 
made the world's first successful con-
trolled flight of a heavier-than-air 
machine at Kitty Hawk, N.C., on 
December 17, 1903. 
Hanging from the ceiling at the 
Baddeck Museum is a model of the 
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Silver Dart, and in the museum may 
be seen the original radiator and one 
of the propellers. The museum also 
contains a complete reconstruction of 
the great inventor's study at Beinn 
Bhreagh, with his pipes lying on the 
desk. Dr. Be11 smoked incessantly, 
keeping two pipes filled-one to 
smoke and a cool one to alternate. 
When he was chided for smoking too 
much, he answered that his father had 
smoked more than he, and had been 
cut off at the untimely age of eighty-six. 
Walter Pinaud, a boat builder and 
last superintendent at Beinn Bhreagh, 
remembers that Dr. Bell would come 
into the laboratory, take a towel and 
stuff it around the telephone, so that 
no one could call to interrupt his train 
of thought. Then he would light up his 
pipe, get a good fog of smoke going, 
and say: "Now a man can think." 
Dr. Bell had many ideas which 
scientists of today are only now de-
veloping, such as jet and rocket-
powered blades resembling helicopter 
rotors. One of the rotors on display is 
made from Venetian blinds. Apparent-
ly the inventor received his inspiration 
in the middle of the night, and calmly 
appropriated his wife's newly hung 
Venetian blinds to fas hi on the rotor! 
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A A VARIATION to swimming I went hunting shells. You can buy for a few pennies all you want of those 
beautiful wonders of nature from the little 
shops in the West Indies. You can buy 
them in the raw or made up into artificial 
flowers and bangles. But no shell is so 
prized as the one you dig yourself from 
the silt of a tidal pool. 
As guide in these matters I took a 
young Negro who worked at a hotel 
during the height of the tourist season, but 
was then unemployed. Besides being an 
expert finder of shells he could, he in-
formed me, put me in touch with any or 
all of the various carnal pleasures usually 
sought by white visitors in the tropics. He 
regarded my passion for shells as a novel 
form of perversion which he was willing 
to indulge for a modest fee. 
He never did fathom my reasons for 
wanting just one specimen of each. He had 
always regarded shellfish as valuable in 
proportion to their size-the most prized 
of all being the queen conch, with a good 
pound or more of meat inside. 
"Captain," he'd say, having dug his 
fifth or sixth conch for the evening, "this 
is a big one. You'll want this one for 
sure!'' 
Not having the heart to dampen his 
enthusiasm, I made a rather large conch 
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collection-which, however, came to a 
bad end later, as we shall see. 
He had some trick of coaxing a mollusc 
out of its shell which I could never catch, 
try as I might. For my own part, I only 
knew how to use main force, and that 
didn't often work. He ate the conchs just 
as they came from the shell-still alive. 
"Captain," he'd grin, holding up the 
squirming mass and biting off a chunk, 
"it's delicious. Sweet. Sweet. Try it." 
Having previously sampled Eskimo 
cooking in the Canadian north, where I 
learned not to be finicky in the matter of 
food, I screwed my guts down a notch or 
two and took a very small nibble from the 
raw shellfish, giving it the benefit of very 
full mastication before swallowing. Even 
then it felt as big as an aspirin tablet 
without water. 
"Sweet, isn't it?" he persisted. 
"Tastes salt to me," I temporized. 
"Yes, sweet!" he agreed. 
It was only later that I learned West 
Indians call anything they like "sweet", 
one of the sweetest of all dishes being a 
mixture of low-grade Newfoundland salt 
codfish and rice. 
Cleaning the shells-especially the big 
ones-presented a problem. My assistant 
assured me that the best way was to boil 
them. But, after pondering the likely re-
action of the hotel management if I set 
up a cauldron in my room, I ruled out 
this line of attack. 
A few shells were taken home and 
cleaned by my guide, and I still have 
some of them to this day. But the majority 
I said I would clean myself, using the tried 
and proven methods of an old-time shell 
collector. What these were, I hadn't the 
fa in test idea. 
I experimented by dipping them in 
rum-which is cheap and plentiful every-
where in the Caribbean. I tried extracting 
the creatures with long hooks. Last of all, 
when my room began to smell like a rocky 
section of the beach on an afternoon 
following a spring tide, I tried dipping 
them in bay rum-a toilet water widely 
favoured in the tropics-with results that 
were very peculiar indeed: the combined 
odours were strongly reminiscent of a 
biscuit factory. 
When the smell of mixed baked cookies 
had penetrated as far as the corridor out-
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side my room I decided that drastic 
measures were required. I bought some 
plugs of paraffin, melted the wax over a 
candle, and filled the shells to the edge. 
Thus sealed, I packed them in a box, and, 
unless you got rather close to it, you would 
never suspect that it contained molluscs 
pickled in bay rum. 
I took this box of shells with me as far 
as Tobago, but by that time even the 
paraffin was insufficient. I was close to 
admitting defeat. What would the customs 
officer say if he caught me trying to 
smuggle into Canada a collection of over-
ripe shellfish to which his nose would in-
fallibly lead him among my effects? I 
could just picture this tight-lipped sadist 
pouncing upon my poor little collection: 
"Aha!" he would boom. "What have 
we here?" 
"Sh-shells," I would be forced to 
stutter. "Just shells. I'm a c-c-collector." 
"A collector, is it?" he would say, a 
cynical twist to one side of his mouth. 
"Then of course you are aware that you 
must have a licence to import any un-
processed animals or vegetables, in whole 
or in part, dead or alive, into this country." 
Here he'd pause for dramatic effect and 
shove out his chin before delivering his 
Sunday punch: 
"Where's yer licence, Bub?" 
But he wouldn't even wait for an 
answer before he'd begin riffiing through 
the index to the Criminal Code, looking 
for "Crustacea, dead: unauthorized im-
ports : penalty." 
Early one morning before anyone was 
stirring in the tropical dawn I removed 
my shells from their box, wrapped them 
in the red shirt which I didn't wear any 
more because of the bulls, and, holding 
them well off to one side, took them down 
to the beach. 
There I buried them between the roots 
of a coconut palm, twenty-five paces due 
east of a rock which is in line with two 
little islands in the bay. In this safe 
burial place, deep in the sand, nature, I 
am convinced, will in time do her work. 
She will find a way to do what paraffin 
and bay rum could not. The shells will be 
cleaned and polished, ready for the curio-
shelf. And if ever I return to Tobago, 
there'll be my beautiful collection, ready 
and waiting to be dug up ... 
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THE 
SINKING 
OF THE 
MICLO 
The tragic end of the voyage of a 
33-foot Nova Scotian sloop which 
sailed from Fredericton to the 
Caribbean, • • carrying <' novice 
niariner, his wife and dog. 
by 
MICHAEL CARL TON 
O N JANUARY 16, in forty terrifying minutes a brutal sea wrote finis to the cruise of the Miclo, and 
today the once sleek, proud Nova Scotian 
sloop is an ugly, disfigured carcass on the 
ocean floor. 
By the grace of God, two friends and 
ourselves were rescued from our founder-
ing craft as waves crashed about us, 
slamming the Miclo to bits on a coral reef. 
Today the seas are still and across the 
waters from the tropical Berry Islands the 
twisted mast stands as a towering tomb-
stone to a sturdy ship that held on till all 
were saved. At the little wharf beside the 
shore, a native boat is waiting to take us 
back to Nassau and we will bid adieu for 
ever to a faithful friend that had com-
pletely captured our hearts and our 
respect. 
The raging storm that hurtled the 
Miclo to her death has passed, the roar of 
the wind is a whisper in the palms and 
the clear blue waters twinkle like the 
naughty eyes of an imp. This scene of 
tranquillity is far removed from the seeth-
ing turmoil of only twenty-four hours ago. 
Lying in the lee of Andros Island we 
could hear the early morning wind 
whistling in the rigging. Mares' tails in the 
sky portended a bigger blow when the 
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wind hauled to the north-west, and it 
seemed advisable to seek shelter elsewhere 
before the blow caught us off base. The 
nearest refuge was Frazer's Hog Cay in 
the Berry Island group about twenty-five 
miles north-east. 
By 8 a.m. the sun was high enough to 
allow navigation through the reefs into 
deep water, and with a helping hand from 
Mr. and Mrs. Frank Svehlak, whom we 
were taking to the United States, we got 
under way. 
Within an hour the wind had hauled to 
the southwest, blowing at gale force. A 
high quartering sea made helmsmanship 
difficult and it was impossible to hold 
within twenty degrees of the course. I had 
held off reefing the main to a void running 
bow on into a mountainous sea but it 
soon became obvious that this could no 
longer be averted. 
With Frank stationed at the main 
halyard, and my wife, Lois, beside me 
at the tiller, I waited for a valley in the 
sea and came about as the next huge 
wave made up. 
We came into the sea and a foaming 
avalanche of water enveloped the Mic lo 
like a child's boat beneath a water faucet. 
The force of the sea tore Frank's arms 
from around the mast and flipped him 
like a wooden puppet along the cabin top, 
but a quick snatch for the backstay saved 
him from going overboard. 
I left Lois at the tiller to hold us into 
the wind as best she could while Frank 
and I set about the reefing with the boom 
submerged by breaking seas most of the 
time. Lois was unable to hold the helm 
with the fantastic pressure against the 
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rudder and Mrs. Svehlak left her post at 
the bilge pump. The two women fought 
the tiller to hold us into the sea. 
With the reef tied we once again began 
the tricky business of coming about on 
course and in coming abeam of the wind 
a breaking wave caught the outstretched 
boom, ripping the sail almost in two and 
nearly pitchpoling the ship. With the sail 
in tatters we turned to the engine which, 
thoroughly drenched by water through 
the engine-room vents, refused to start. 
The wind made a whip lash of our 
shredded sail, and without power we 
rolled violently from side to side. Against 
these staggering odds Frank struggled 
with the engine, drying spark plugs, leads, 
coil and distributor and eventually got 
life from our trusty Universal that never 
before had let us down. 
With power once again, our chances of 
weathering the blow until we reached 
shelter seemed greatly increased, although 
our position was uncertain, to say the 
least. 
High on the crest of a wave we sighted 
land but which of the many cays was in 
the gravest doubt. It could have been one 
of a thousand islands in the Berry group 
but · as the gap between sea and shore 
closed a white lighthouse was visible and 
identified as Whale Point Light. We were, 
by good fortune, dead on course. 
I had never navigated into Frazer's 
Hog Cay with its tricky, narrow channel 
a challenge to piloting under ideal con-
ditions. 
By now the wind was whipping a good 
fifty miles an hour and higher in the 
gusts. The sea was an area of foaming 
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mountains, and a towering wall of spray 
shot high into the air with every wave that 
thundered against the rocky coast. The 
noon sky was like an overcast evening, 
and gone were the tell-tale changing 
colours of the waterto guide the helmsman 
to safe channels. 
As we closed in on land, Frank wrapped' 
his leg around the starboard shrouds and 
as he clung on with one hand swung the 
sounding lead with the other. 
His screamed calls above the roar of the 
wind reached me like a whisper. "Twenty-
two feet, twenty feet, fifteen" and then 
minutes later I caught the dreaded words 
"seven feet". A glance astern showed a 
wall of sea breaking like a waterfall 
behind us. There were only seconds to 
make a decision. 
To come about and head back to 
deeper water at that instant would place 
the ship broadside to tons of breaking sea 
that would surely roll us like a barrel. To 
hold steady and be flung violently onward 
might well bring us hard aground in the 
shoal water that must surely be ahead. 
With the hope that we would ride out the 
wave afloat and be able to come about 
before the next, I throttled back the 
engine, braced myself against the thunder-
ing surge of the breaker and prayed. 
It passed and riding in the valley of its 
wake I waited for the sickening thud that 
never came. We made it! I glanced astern 
to see another foaming monster making 
up a hundred yards astern. If our luck 
still held we could come about and meet 
the onrushing breaker bow on, ride over 
it and out again to deep water and com-
parative safety. 
I pulled out the throttle and jumped 
back to the tiller. Miclo answered beauti-
fully and swung beam to sea. We would 
make it with scant seconds to spare. Then 
it happened. A throaty choke, splutter 
and the motor died. Almost before it 
stopped, a wal1 of sea was on us. 
There was hardly time to think. It 
seemed all the oceans in the world had 
built this great, white, jet-propelled sea 
steam-roller that was crashing upon us. 
The scene about me was like a horrible 
tableau, appearing for a second then 
vanishing behind a torrential cloud of 
white. Frank lay motionless on the deck, 
wedged between cabin and starboard 
shrouds, Mrs. Svehlak seemed suspended 
in mid-air as she dropped through the 
cabin hatch and Lois was at my feet on 
the cockpit deck. 
I hurled myself face down on the deck 
and clutched the cockpit coaming as the 
breaker struck with the speed of a railway 
express. The roar was deafening and the 
crash against the hull shook Miclo like an 
eggshell. The mast struck the water with 
a crack like a cannon shot. 
The three-ton keel shot out of the 
water as if from a catapult as Miclo rolled 
on her side at a complete ninety-degree 
angle. And out of this seething mass of 
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water and floating debris came a heart-
breaking sight. As the water raced over 
the boat, I saw our dog, Sailor, being 
carried overboard. 
There was nothing I could do to save 
him, and for all I knew my wife and our 
friends might also be fighting for their 
lives in the raging sea. 
Then came the agonizing wait. Would 
Miclo right herself. She had been served 
a knockout blow and dropped like a 
dazed prize fighter. Could she get up 
again? Seconds ticked off like an eternity. 
And then like the champion she was the 
little Nova Scotian slowly came up, 
shaking sea from her decks and rigging, 
like sweat from the brow of a battered 
fighter. 
Frank, swept overboard by the giant 
wave, was hanging on to the shrouds and 
struggling to get back aboard. Lois, 
drenched, was climbing to her knees in 
the cockpit, and Mrs. Svehlak was in the 
cabin, clutching the companionway and 
standing waist-deep in water. 
Seconds later it came again. Miclo had 
swung her stern to the sea and the next 
wave caught us full astern, breaking into 
the cockpit and rushing through the 
cabin hatch taking with it binnacle and 
compass. 
Almost before the wave had cleared the 
decks a sickening thud shook the Miclo 
whipping the mast like a live thing. We 
had run hard aground and we knew then 
that the cruise of the Miclo had come to 
an end. 
For almost half an hour the sturdy 
little boat stood up against the sea. She 
recoiled gallantly from every brutal wave 
that crashed against her upturned hull. 
She fought well and wonderfully but the 
sea was too great an adversary, and after 
10,000 miles she went down defeated, but 
to us she died a champion. 
* * * It was while we clung to the wreckage 
and the few personal possessions we were 
able to salvage, awaiting the arrival of the 
lifeboat making its way slowly to us 
through the surf, that Lois first noticed 
Sailor was missing. 
She asked where he was and I could just 
shake my head and for the first time 
throughout this and other harrowing 
ordeals she broke into tears. There was 
nothing I could do to stop her sobs and 
I don't think she even noticed that she 
dropped the purse she had been clutching, 
into the sea. 
Mrs. Svehlak comforted her as best she 
could, and Frank and I helped the two 
women into the lifeboat that pitched high 
and low alongside. Before abandoning the 
Miclo, I returned to the water-filled cabin 
and was able to salvage my soaking 
cameras, typewriter, ship's log and papers, 
and then returned to the lifeboat, heart-
sick at leaving behind to a watery grave 
our boat and our dog, two faithful friends 
who could never be replaced. 
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When our rescuers emerged from their 
foul-weather gear with waterproof hoods, 
they turned out to be two natives and a 
wiry texan with a drawl you could cut 
with a knife. 
No man could ever be kinder or more 
understanding than this Gary Cooperish 
type from the Lone Star State. As 
American as his name, Sam S. Raglan 
bought Frazer's Hog Cay several years 
ago with the idea of developing it as an 
island paradise for wealthy homesite 
seekers. 
Despite his tireless efforts to popularize 
the "dream island" the scheme has so 
far failed to materialize and Sam is much 
the king without a kingdom. Our kindly 
host set aside his own problems and 
reverses and did everything humanly 
possible to cheer us up. He furnished most 
comfortable living quarters, unselfishly 
shared with us his limited food supply 
and went to great pains to arrange trans-
portation back to Nassau. 
The morning after our shipwreck, Sam 
said he knew how badly we felt about the 
loss of Sailor and asked if we'd like a dog 
to take back with us. We thanked him for 
his thoughtfulness and declined but he 
insisted we at least take a look. 
We followed him to a little cook-house 
and there, curled in a comer, asleep and 
exhausted, was Sailor. We fell to our knees 
about him and although too weak to raise 
his head he opened his eyes, licked our 
hands and made a feeble attempt to wag 
his tail. 
Sam told us that at daylight he had 
gone out to the boat to see if anything 
further could be salvaged and had found 
Sailor, too weary to stand, lying beside 
the mast in two inches of water that 
covered the cabin top. No one can know 
how many times waves must have washed 
him off the boat or how many times he 
struggled back to his perch on the cabin 
top, but from his limp condition it was 
certain he could not have done so many 
more times. 
The loss of Miclo was indeed a blow 
but the return of Sailor was the sugar 
coating around the bitter pill. 
A little freighter made its way along the 
winding channel passing the wreckage of 
the Miclo half a mile to port. Lois and I 
stood on the stem watching as the 
freighter's wake sent wavelets creasing the 
still water over Miclo' s cabin. Beneath the 
sea, parts of her gleaming white hull 
sparkled in the sunlight. 
We watched in silence long after her tall 
mast and bedraggled rigging fell from 
view. When I closed my eyes to fight back 
the tears I saw her under full sail, leaning 
with the wind, spray cutting across her 
bow and the blue Canadian ensign flutter-
ing in the breeze as she proudly made her 
last run, bound for the haven of all the 
gallant ships that have gone before. 
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HOME IS WHERE 
THE FACE IS 
by ELIZAB~TH MACDONALD 
IT SEEMS TO BE a perfectly natural thing for human beings to endow animals and pets with human charac-
teristics and traits. We may say a certain 
dog has a wistful personality, or it is a 
happy dog, a mischievous one-and so 
on. But what would the psychiatrists and 
psychologists say about giving person-
alities to inanimate objects? 
Consider houses, for example. Have 
you ever noticed that houses have definite 
personalities? Have you ever noticed that 
they also have almost-human expressions? 
If you look carefully enough, and stop 
thinking of a house simply as a house, 
you'll probably find that things like 
window-shades, the spacing of windows, 
verandahs, and side porches all contribute 
to the "facial expression" of a house. 
Some time when you 're strolling along a 
residential street, look at the fa9ade of a 
house carefully, and perhaps you'll notice 
it staring back at you with a rakish leer, 
something almost bordering on a lecher-
ous stare. 
Or you may notice a house with "the 
morning after" appearance, when it looks 
like a tremendous effort for the house to 
get its eyes open-that is, its top-floor 
window blinds at an even keel. 
There's also a certain "sunday" expres-
sion houses have, when they assume a 
hushed look-with shades drawn-and a 
'~don't wake me, I'm sleepy" look about 
them. 
There are other houses which have an 
almost idiotic look about them, typified 
by a vacant (but happy) grin akin to that 
of a simple goose-girl, or perhaps even 
the village idiot. This usually happens 
when a glassed-in verandah is added along 
the front of the building so that the shining 
window panes look very much like teeth 
set in a square mouth. 
Tall, slim houses-often seen in large 
cities-always seem to have a sinister 
appearance. They're wedged in between 
other buildings, like a pickpocket at a 
field day. 
There are tired-looking houses, too. 
Some are rather sway-backed, or with a 
spinal curvature such as hopeful corse-
tieres refer to mysteriously in humans as 
"lardosis". In buildings, these sway-back 
models usually are the business centre of 
the hand laundry establishments-and 
with character, too! 
Of course there are prim houses. They 
cari be just as prim as the young matron 
who lives inside, content with the soul-
satisfying knowledge that the kitchen 1s 
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neat and waxed, the cookie jar is well-
filled, the baby's just been bathed, and 
life is well-arranged and running on 
perfect schedule. Prim houses usually have 
a picket fence, as neat and precise as a 
starched cotton apron. 
Run-down Victorian mansions, on the 
other hand, take on the befuddled air of 
a rather seedy, but perpetually-young 
dowager who is fighting a losing battle 
with time. These houses seem to have 
settled down to the level of beer and 
pretzels when once they rated only 
champagne and caviar. 
There are, of course, comfortable, well-
balanced houses-forbidding houses-
cold-looking houses-and complacent 
houses. The smug house seeems to be 
shouting "my taxes and insurance are all 
paid, and I'll bet yours aren't." Cold-
looking houses seem to say "use the 
service entrance please", and the for-
bidding-looking houses murmur politely 
"I say, Sir Cecil, who is this person?" 
Sometimes you might be almost positive 
that a certain house has winked at you-
while others face you with a bold, un-
winking and rather dead-pan expression 
reminiscent of the type of person who 
ignores a timorous smile in church-to 
leave one feeling slighted, inane and 
terribly foolish. 
Awnings, too, "do something" for a 
house. They impart the impression of the 
"before" and "after" photographs which 
appear in slick magazines. You know the 
type-here is Sally Sue-pale, drab, un-
interesting and mousey. A good worker 
though. And here she is after her com-
plete beauty treatment-false eyelashes, 
a new paint job- and presto! She's the 
life of the party-a femme fatale hated by 
all her former women friends, feared by 
her friends' cronies, and a total stranger 
to her own husband who comes home 
from work expecting to find his kitchen 
slave awaiting him! 
There's really no end to what pigeon 
nests can do to the appearance of a 
house. To consider only one minor 
possibility the nests may happen to look 
like generous-sized cabbage roses pinned 
haphazardly to a large picture hat. And 
the wires pl..aced over eaves to prevent 
nest-building by the pigeons sometimes 
look a little like the veiling on a hat. 
You may think it's utterly mad to see 
a house with an expression on its face- or 
to see one wink at you. But be assured it's 
perfectly all right. You're quite sane until 
you start returning the wink! 
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A group of Newfoundland sealers towing seal pelts across the rough Arctic ice 
SEALING IN NEWFOUNDLAND 
A BUMPER TRIP and many of them" . . . sirens shrieked, winches clat-tered, lines were slipped and 
hundreds of hands waved farewell as, 
stern first, the rugged little sealing vessels 
headed into the stream, turned and grad-
ually faded into the haze outside the 
St. John's harbour mouth. 
Newfoundlanders have been "going to 
the ice" for almost two hundred years. 
Sealing has been as much a part of New-
foundland as the cod-fishery; as important 
economically as the great Bell Island iron 
ore mines; as traditional as fish and 
brewis on Sunday. 
But the days of the seal fishery's great-
ness are over. 
Never again will hundreds of ships sail 
in the spring from Newfoundland ports. 
Never will as many as 686,836 seal pelts 
be exported as was done in 1831. Never 
again will four hundred vessels with crews 
totalling 13,000 men butt into the hard 
ice as they work north in search of the 
great herds- threatened by ice, wind, 
blizzards and extreme cold- praying that 
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the trip will be profitable, wondering if 
they will all see home again . 
Today Newfoundland is without a 
sealing fleet. Firms which traditionally 
fitted out ships each spring to prosecute 
the seal hunt are not doing so this year. 
In 1957, six ships carrying about three 
hundred Newfoundlanders went to the ice 
fields. Severe ice conditions prevented 
these from reaching the main seal herds 
and the final catch was just over 25,000. 
The year before 75,000 seals were taken. 
"Bleak f allure, hopeless effort, a dead 
loss" ... these phrases all could be used 
to describe the 1958 Newfoundland 
sealing industry. 
A look at the Federal Department of 
Fisheries statistics will show why:-
Two Newfoundland vessels took part ; 
Terra Nova, a two hundred and forty ton 
vessel with a sealing crew of twenty-two 
men; Twillingate, forty-eight tons with 
nine sealers. The Terra Nova made one 
trip to the ice fields. The Twillingate made 
two. 
Terra Nova landed 1, 162 pelts made up 
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as follows: 161 young "harps", 408 old 
"harps", 561 "bedlamers", 304 young 
"hoods", 2 old "hoods". 
Twilling ate on its first trip landed 4 7 5 
Pelts· 50 old "harps" 420 "bedlamers" 
' ' ' two young "hoods", one old "hood". And 
on its second trip-194 young "harps", six 
young "hoods" for a total of 200 pelts. 
The sealers aboard the Terra Nova 
received $4 7. 50 each for their trip to the 
ice fields. 
Total net value for both Newfoundland 
vessels was $3,142.16. This is a pitifully 
small figure when compared to the mil-
lions of dollars taken in better, more 
successful years. 
In addition to the catches by these two 
vessels, landsmen scattered around the 
6,000 mile coastline took seals (all 
species) which together amounted to 
53,590. Total value of this portion of the 
catch was $164,000. 
In 1931 $3.50 per hundredweight was 
paid for "harps" and "hoods". Bedlamers 
were worth $3.00 and old "harps" and 
old "hoods" brought $2.50. 
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Another comparison of prices is seen 
in the 1950 rates: young "harps"- $7 per 
hundredweight, old "harps"- $3, "bed-
Iamers''-$4, young "hoods"-$7, old 
"hoods"- $3. Value of the total catch 
was $159,313.24. 
Prices in 1954 on the average were $1 
higher than in 1950. The total value of the 
catch that year was $127,974.38 and the 
men averaged $276.38 each. 
Prices for this year wjll not vary greatly 
from those paid since 1950. 
The sealing industry has died a natural 
death- oil from the pelts, used in soap 
manufacture, perfumes, as lubricating 
agents, has dropped in price as substitutes 
have been found to take its place. Leather, 
once coming from the seal skins and used 
in making coats, fine shoes, handbags, 
now comes from other sources. The cost 
in outfitting a vessel, in preparing it for a 
fortnight or more in timber-breaking and 
steel-buckling ice, in rendering out the 
seal oil into a usable product, in cleaning 
and preparing skins, has made the venture, 
if not unprofitable, then at least a gamble. 
Whether or not the end of the sealing 
industry in Newfoundland has made a 
great impression is an open question. 
Years ago almost all the men who went to 
the ice did so for one reason- to live. 
With the proceeds from his berth to the 
ice, and the proceeds varied from a few 
dollars to several hundred, depending on 
the success of the particular vessel, the 
sealer came home with a stake to buy food 
for his family, with enough perhaps to pay 
off a few of his bills, enough to outfit him-
self for the cod fishery, a little left over for 
a once-a-year present for his wife and a 
bag of candy for his children. 
Today the one-time sealer has other 
sources of income. He is not as dependent 
on sealing as he once was. There is 
lumbering, mining, road building, work 
at the various fish plants-employment 
from which he can derive the income he 
once had to make by a few weeks danger-
ous, back-breaking work aboard a rough 
sealing ship in the Arctic ice in "the fat". 
But there is another side to the story. 
Should Newfoundland modernize its seal 
fishery as the Norwegians, for example, 
have done? 
By Newfoundlanders, seals are still 
clubbed on the ice with gaffs- long, heavy 
poles with perhaps a hook or weight 
attached- seals are still dragged to the 
vessel's side by a tow rope and manpower ; 
the pelts are stowed aboard as they were 
on the first ship that ever went to the ice; 
they are unloaded on the jetties in St. 
John's by a winch but still carried in 
wheelbarrows or hand barrows to the 
owners' premise5 where they are cleaned 
by hand, dumped into vats and the oil 
rendered out. 
There are more modern methods. 
Factory ships could be sent to the ice using 
similar methods to those employed by the 
Antarctic whalers. For them, the ship is a 
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factory. The whale (or seal) is taken from 
the water or the ice, brought aboard, 
pelted, boiled or rendered out and the oil 
stored in barrels aboard ship. The men 
have clean living quarters-something 
still lacking in the Newfoundland sealers 
even though conditions have improved. 
Flippers, the feet of the seal, are brought 
home by the sealers to sell to residents-
they are considered a delicacy-but they 
are stored on deck in barrels packed with 
ice- sometimes they are excellent-some-
times they are rotted. The sale of the 
flippers may add up to more for the 
sealer than his share in the vessel's catch. 
If factory vessels were used, refrigeration 
or even packaging could be done, insuring 
a wholesome product. 
Annually the seals hunted by New-
foundland ships migrate south from 
Hudson's Bay and Greenland. They travel 
slowly along the Labrador coast, splitting 
into two groups as they reach the tip of 
the Northern Peninsula; some swing 
down the Straits of Belle Isle and into the 
Gulf of St. Lawrence; others go eastward 
along the north east coast of the island. 
Hunted mainly are the "hood" and 
"harp" varieties of the Hair Seals. The 
young of the hoods are the "whitecoats" 
and sealers say the fluffy, white-coated 
babies cry when the sealer, gaff raised, 
approaches. 
Millions of seals have died in the 
history of Newfoundland's sealing in-
dustry. Only the pelts-skin with the thick 
fat attached-are loaded aboard ship, the 
steaming carcass being left to rot on the 
ever shifting ice-worthless there but 
potentially a bulk of meat enough to feed 
a big family for a week if it were brought 
back. 
As the sealing vessels slowly thread 
their way north through the ice in early 
March, small patches of seals appear and 
men may go on the pans and collect 
them. 
The men hop from ice pan to ice pan, 
killing as they go. Later they tow their 
pelts to the ship and stow them in the 
holds. 
Gradually the ship works into the 
heavier ice where the main herd is located. 
Here the seals are sometimes in thousands 
littering the ice, sunning themselves, wait-
ing as young are born. 
In these main patches the sealer really 
earns his share. From dawn to darkness 
the men rove over the thundering, shifting 
ice, killing seals, towing them back if the 
vessel is near, or leaving them in piles to 
await the ship which will butt its way to 
a central collecting station and collect the 
lot in one trip. 
The seal is "skulped" by the dexterous, 
long-practised hands of the sealers. The 
pelt is cut off like the peel of a banana, one 
flipper is usually left attached- one for 
the barrel. 
Gradually the vessel sinks lower and 
lower in the water as more and more pelts 
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Two sealing vessels in the ice off the Newfoundland coast. 
are brought aboard. Gradually the holds 
are filled, slowly the tally mounts, slowly 
the sealer earns his money. When the 
holds are full, if there are still seals to be 
taken, the decks are piled with pelts, even 
the companionways and the men's quar-
ters are filled with the heavy, fat-laden 
skins. The decks run with grease and an 
odour unlike any other pervades the most 
secret corner of the vessel. These days 
when the seals come aboard in hundreds 
are days of adventure, high morale and 
hearty men happy with their fortune. 
Years ago men would walk hundreds 
of miles for a berth on a sealing vessel. 
A man would walk overland from his 
home, carrying his belongings on his 
back, armed with a supply of tobacco, a 
few extra socks, a warm, home-knit 
sweater and a letter from a friend to the 
ship's skipper asking that he be given a 
berth on his ship "as his father sailed with 
you last spring." 
And the sealing captains were hard 
men. Their ways were rough and brooked 
no argument. Their job was to get their 
vessels into the seal herds, load and return, 
a task accompanied by the severest 
penalty-loss of their ship and perhaps 
the men-should they calculate wrongly. 
Often the same captain would command 
the same ship with the same men sailing 
as hunters. As a man became too old to 
face the trip, his son would take his place. 
And men came back year after year-
bra ving the hazards, sometimes making 
money, sometimes making nothing. 
Today there are no Newfoundland 
sealing vessels. Three Halifax-owned ships 
come to St. John's and sign on Newfound-
land sealers. These men will keep up the 
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tradition of their families-they will have 
a man at the ice, a man to come home 
and spin tales of his adventures. 
Bowring Brothers Ltd., always a 
participator in Newfoundland's sealing 
industry, in the summer of 1958 advertised 
that their two vessels, used regularly for 
sealing purposes each spring, were for 
sale. These were the Terra Nova and the 
Algerine. 
A spokesman for Bo wrings said a short 
time ago that immediately after the appear-
ance of the advertisement there were "a 
few minor responses but no commitments 
were made to purchase either vessel." 
They may still be sold but Bowrings 
seem somewhat indifferent as they have 
not followed up their initial advertise-
ment. 
No indication whatever from any 
source is forthcoming as to how many 
vessels, what firms, or how many men 
will prosecute the seal fishery this spring. 
Newfoundland's sealing industry is one 
of phenomenal success and seasons of 
absolute failure. 
Disaster has struck again and again. 
Men have died alone and in groups-have 
frozen, helpless on the ice pans, cut off 
from their ships by shifting ice or fog or a 
raging, sudden blizzard. 
One of the most tragic disasters ever to 
be recorded in the long history of sealing 
in Newfoundland occurred in 1931. 
The sealer Viking, commanded by Cap-
tain Abram Kean, Jr., sailed for the ice-
fields on March 9. Her voyage was to end 
in agony, tears and death for twenty-four 
men. 
Stored aboard were cases of explosives 
for blasting the vessel free should she 
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become jammed in the ice. It was never 
proved but it is surmised that in some 
manner these explosives were touched off. 
A survivor of the incident said that 
one minute all was quiet, the vessel was 
carefree and the men were resting or talk-
ing in the quarters, some were sleeping. 
A series of terrific explosions rocked 
the Viking. They sent men flying into the 
air, over the side, on the ice-broken, 
injured, dead. 
Men were trapped below decks, killed 
as they tried to aid their shipmates, flung 
into the water where they crawled to a 
piece of wreckage or swam to an ice pan. 
From the wreck came stories of 
heroism, terror and of men drifting for 
hours on wreckage in the cold water. 
Three men drifted for sixty-five hours 
on a few broken timbers. Later one man 
died, another walked ashore from a rescue 
ship and the third lost his legs from ampu-
tation. 
As soon as the tragedy became known, 
search vessels set out to find survivors. 
Radio operators in the area kept messages 
on the progress of the search skittering 
over the air to St. John's and to search 
vessels. Men from the Viking walked 
ashore-into the arms of hospitable, 
understanding villagers who gave them 
food and hot drinks, new clothing and a 
place to stay. 
Ships with doctors and nurses from St. 
John's searched the area, picking up sur-
vivors, treating them and finally carrying 
them back to St. John's where a silent, 
tragedy-stricken crowd waited quietly on 
the docks as the injured and dead were 
carried ashore on stretchers to hospitals 
in the city. 
FEBRUARY, 1959 
JENKINS 
MACKEREL 
A Quality Product of the Atlantic Provinces 
JENKINS BROS. LIMITED 
SUMMERSIDE - PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
BACK ISSUES 
of The Atlantic Advocate are available at 35 cents each postpaid 
from: THE ATLANTIC ADVOCATE, 
FREDERICTON, NEW BRUNSWICK 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 52 
And there are other disasters. Captains 
will tell of losing men as a sudden blizzard 
springs up cutting the men off from their 
ship, which sounds her siren in the hope 
that the scattered, freezing men will hear 
and return. Sometimes they do-there 
have been times when they did not. Men 
have huddled in the lee of a small ice 
hummock, burning seal fat to keep warm, 
dancing on the ice to keep their circula-
tion moving. They have died alone and in 
groups. 
But the danger and treachery of the ice 
failed to dim the annual urge which sent 
a man looking for his sealer's knife, his 
kitbag and his weatherbeaten pipe. 
If last year there had been twenty New-
foundland ships outfitting for the seal 
hunt, there would have been applications 
enough to fill fifty crew complements. 
And the share in the total landed catch 
when the voyage is over may be three ten-
dollar bills and a handful of change or it 
may be $300 or $400 that the sealer takes 
back home for his month's work. 
All sealers hope as they leave port that 
theirs will be "a bumper trip"-that the 
ship will get all the seals she can carry. In 
the old days captains competed vigorously 
for the title of highliner, of first back into 
port. Men took chances with their vessels 
to pick up the few hundred extra pelts 
that would make their catch the largest, 
their wages the highest. And the men 
worked their bodies to exhaustion to get 
the fat aboard-the more they killed and 
stowed, the more money it meant in their 
pockets. 
Skippers have made two and occasion-
ally three trips in the one season, loading, 
running for home, unloading and out 
. 
again. 
When a sealer returns, people are 
waiting on the dock to get flippers. Money 
is handed over the side and in return a man 
gets a string of flippers. The first ship 
home makes the most money on the 
delicacies. Usually the first flippers for the 
season sell at a dollar apiece. As more 
ships return the price drops until one can 
finally bargain with the sealers and get 
the meat for half the price first asked. 
Restaurants advertise "Special: Flipper 
Dinners"-and in thousands of New-
foundland homes the seal flipper is as 
mouthwatering in anticipation as is the 
Christmas turkey at another time of year. 
Some people in Newfoundland think 
that sealing will again come into its own. 
Some say that demand and prices will 
return, that the ships will sail again, that 
the industry will be reborn. 
But whatever the future holds, the past 
will not be forgotten, the stories will live, 
the men will still look to the ice and wish 
they were sailing on a sealer, butting the 
"growlers", listening in the night to the 
grunts of the seals as they flop from the 
blow holes, shake the water from their 
glistening pelts and tempt the sealer to be 
once again over the side and into the fat. 
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Robert A. Tweedie 
"E VERY BOY SHOULD have a dog." My wife thought so at any rate and over a period of years tried, by one means 
or another, to bring it about in our house. 
Always I was adamant. No dog for us! 
I argued he would be a lot of trouble and 
just when he was firmly entrenched in our 
affections, he would likely dash out and 
get struck by a car. With lordly finality 
the answer was "no". My wife's views on 
this lively question were ably upheld by 
our two sons who, when my story begins, 
were fourteen and seven years old, 
respectively. 
I liked dogs all right-other people's 
dogs, mostly. But quite unknown to me 
the net was closing tightly. It was a 
February night more than six years ago. 
I had no sooner entered the house after 
a busy day when Marjorie (my wife) in-
formed me that a friend had telephoned 
that afternoon to tell her about a litter 
of "adorable English setter puppies" for 
sale in the city. She suggested we all go 
and look at them. I refused, pointing out 
it would be a useless trip; I definitely had 
no intention of buying a pup of any 
description or kind. I remember adding it 
would be nice if people would mind their 
own business and keep their suggestions 
to themselves. 
Next night the scene was re-enacted, 
only this time my boys joined with their 
mother, insisting that no harm could 
possibly be done by "just looking". I 
stood firm. 
The following night all three jumped on 
me-lightly at first-but with increasing 
vigour. "Why can't we just have a look?" 
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they pleaded. I had to admit (reluctantly) 
that perhaps there was no reason why 
they shouldn't look at a litter of pups if 
they wished. "But nothing else, mind 
you." So after dinner we drove to the 
home of the owner of the pups. It was a 
cold night; I was far from gracious. At 
first I refused to go in to see them, 
preferring to wait in the car until the 
family performed its foolish mission. 
However, to keep peace I accompanied 
them to the door. Soon we were in a back 
room or shed, surrounded by eight pups 
and the mother. I heard the owner say 
the litter had been sold, with but two 
exceptions. At that moment I spied my 
younger son down on one knee with his 
arms around a pup. "That one hasn't yet 
been sold," the owner said. I have always 
felt it rather strange that in that erupting 
mass of puppyhood, my son without 
suggestion or direction would somehow 
be drawn to one of the two unsold 
pups. 
Of course I bought the setter. It's a 
wise man who knows when he's licked. 
Besides I had to admit grudgingly (to 
myself) that the pup was sort of appealing. 
Before concluding the transaction the 
owner asked me if I intended to show the 
dog. "Not on your life," I replied. "All 
we want is a pet, not a show dog." He 
went on to say that this particular puppy 
was the poorest one in the litter and would 
never make a show dog. I assured him it 
couldn't matter less. I did not want a 
dog-let alone a show dog. 
A day or two later, following the 
necessary inoculations, the pup was 
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delivered. That first night we retired about 
11 o'clock after fixing a comfortable bed 
in the kitchen for our new addition. 
Marjorie, always a sound sleeper, put her 
bed light out and settled down for a good 
night's rest. I read for a few minutes and 
snapped off my light. Then, almost at 
once, sounds came drifting up the stairs. 
There was no doubt about it; they came 
from one young and very lonesome 
English setter pup, who obviously was 
finding the first night in his new home a 
disheartening experience. 
I turned on a light, looked across the 
room at my wife, and with an "I told you 
so" tone said: "You know what this 
means, don't you?" She did. Without 
protest she went downstairs, returning 
shortly with the pup. I'll never forget that 
incident. Marjorie climbed back into bed, 
placing the pup next to her on the outside 
of the covers. He snuggled as close to her 
as he could and for the rest of the night 
moved neither muscle nor eyelash. It 
seemed to me that he hardly breathed for 
fear of terminating an arrangement of 
which he highly approved. 
The pup was house-broken in two or 
three days. During this "breaking in" 
period he didn't make a single mistake. 
From the beginning he seemed determined 
that we should have no serious cause to 
complain of him. 
In no time at all it was clear that the 
pup with his irrepressible good spirits had 
captivated Marjorie and the boys. He was 
the centre of attraction. I remained aloof, 
determined that I would not fall under the 
spell of this bouncy newcomer to my 
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home. I held out for about two weeks, but 
when Kim (Marjorie had named him 
now) began to scramble up on the leather 
chesterfield to watch for me as I came 
along and then to give me a magnificent 
greeting as I appeared in the doorway, I 
capitulated. The sternest spirit could not 
resist for long the warmth and friendship 
this dog offered so whole-heartedly to one 
whose affection he courted. 
Mr. Cameron, from whom I bought 
Kim, kept in touch with us. About once 
a month he would call to see how the pup 
was making out and to make helpful 
suggestions concerning his care. Kim, as 
a homely child so often does, soon began 
to develop in a most pleasing way. He 
improved daily. His head was large, his 
eyes held a twinkle, his carriage was 
majestic. And his colouring, orange and 
white, was striking. But it was his kindli-
ness, his tolerance with a sometimes trying 
family and his humour that set him apart. 
Kim hated strife. Nothing upset him 
more than an argument among members 
of the family. When one did occur, as 
inevitably it must on occasion, Kim would 
immediately go to one and then to the 
other disputant and~ if one were listening 
at all, he could be heard to say: "Come, 
come, folks. This is no way for sensible 
people to act. Let's talk kindly and calmly 
to each other. Let's have no bickering in 
this family." I give you my word. That 
is exactly what he would say (in his own 
way). He was a great and effective peace 
maker. 
About that time the local dog show 
was not far off. One of my sons wanted to 
enter Kim. At first the rest of us were 
reluctant, thinking that the young and 
untrained pup, the plainest pup in the 
litter, would stand no chance at all against 
dozens of fine dogs drawn from all parts 
of Canada and the United States, in-
cluding his own sister-a very beautiful 
female who everyone knew was bound to 
be a champion. Besides, what would it all 
prove? To us Kim was already the 
greatest champion in all dogdom. We 
needed no reassurance on that score. 
But finally we gave in and entered him. 
A few days before the event Mr. Cameron 
showed my elder son how to lead and 
stand him, imparting at the same time a 
few tips on grooming. Kim submitted to 
this new routine with a sort of amused 
tolerance. He probably thought his family 
was pretty silly to get so excited over a 
little thing like a dog show. 
The big day arrived. Early in the morn-
ing Marjorie, David and I took him to the 
Armoury. After the preliminaries, usual 
to such events, he was assigned a cubicle 
or space which he found much too small 
for his liking. In fact, he didn't like any-
thing about the show. The noise, the 
barking and the general commotion 
annoyed and bored him. 
While readying him for the ring, he 
seemed to go all limp. He was listless and 
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disinterested. Marjorie named him Droopy 
Drawers on the spot, a title which seemed 
highly appropriate at the time. But there 
was nothing droopy about him when 
David led him into the ring. He came to 
life with a bang. He carried himself like a 
veteran actor walking on to the stage in 
the limelight, a trifle "hammy" perhaps, 
but proud and boastful-looking: head 
high, tail up, and with what you might 
almost call a swagger. The boy and his 
dog in the ring together, neither of them 
well-informed, or indeed hardly informed 
at all in the art of competition, made a 
picture that will long remain with me. Of 
course, I thought philosophically, he 
hasn't a chance. Yet as the judge walked 
by him, disdainfully, I believed, I could 
not shake a sense of disappointment. 
Then, the judge swung around. He put 
his hand on Kim, looked at him steadily, 
turned away, and looked again. And then, 
as we who were watching could hardly 
believe what we saw with our own eyes, 
he handed the prize ribbon to David. Kim 
had won his class. He won several. He 
was named "Best Canadian-bred Puppy 
in Show". He even outstripped his beauti-
ful sister. Quite a performance for a pup 
which began life as the ugly duckling of 
the litter! As for him~ he was as un-
concerned as if he had always known he 
was a champion. It was we, the family at 
the ringside, who were full of excitement. 
The excitement of the evening was still 
strongly with us when we arrived home 
laden with prizes and ribbons won by the 
family's newest acquisition. We were late 
in going to bed that night; a little family 
celebration with Kim the honoured and 
leading figure, was the reason. 
It was then I remembered that one day 
earlier Mr. Cameron had asked, "How 
much will you take for Kim?" "A million 
dollars," I replied. "I'm not fooling," said 
Cameron. "Neither am I." And I wasn't. 
Sometimes when I came home after 
work there would be no one there-no 
one except Kim. I would ask him where 
Marjorie was. If she happened to be at 
the corner grocery, he would leap to the 
couch and look in that direction. If she 
had gone uptown or elsewhere, he acted 
quite differently. I always got the message 
correctly. 
I had many nicknames for Kim, and he 
answered them all. The one that seemed 
to suit him best was "Dr. Johnson". In 
many ways he reminded me of that great 
man. He was imperious, majestic, digni-
fied, humorous, demanding. Many of my 
friends saw, or professed to see, the 
resemblance. In any event it was all in 
fun, and Kim entered into the spirit of the 
thing whether he was called Dr. Johnson 
or some less flattering name. 
Only once were severe disciplinary 
measures called for; usually a word was 
sufficient. Our back garden is completely 
fenced; it is a grand spot for a dog. 
Occasionally, however, when he was being 
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let in or out of the house, he would make 
a run for the street. He didn't do this 
often, but every now and then he'd get an 
irresistible urge to explore an area which 
he well knew was out of bounds. One day 
he broke away and the best efforts of my 
wife and younger son failed to bring him 
back or indeed impress him at all. A 
phone call brought me hurrying home. 
By the time I arrived they had retrieved 
the runaway with the help of a kind 
stranger. I found Kim in the back garden 
and the moment he saw me, he realized 
this time he had gone too far. I decided 
he must be taught a lesson so I armed 
myself with a light stick and gave him a 
few brisk clips across the rump, all the 
while emphasizing what a scamp and 
ingrate he was. Kim was shocked by this 
unhappy turn of events. Never before had 
he been treated this way. The cure was 
permanent. He didn't run away again, 
although given every opportunity to do so. 
He had learned his lesson. 
Kim was very much a member of the 
family. Hardly a day goes by without one 
of us recalling some situation in which he 
was involved. One day recently we 
laughed about the Christmas fruit cake 
incident. My wife had made several 
beautiful white fruit cakes which she 
intended as gifts to friends. For some 
reason, known only to the wondrous 
feminine mind, she left one (the largest 
and best) in a dish, with a removable top, 
on the floor in the guest room. This was 
two days before Christmas. You guessed 
it! Kim discovered the cake, removed the 
glass top carefully, and took a mighty 
bite. He was caught in the act by Marjorie, 
whose anger knew no bounds. She chased 
him downstairs and threatened him with 
all sorts of dire things, including expulsion 
for ever from the Tweedie household. 
This unfortunate event took place in the 
early morning. On my way to breakfast I 
stopped in the den for a word with the 
great offender. I remember telling him he 
was really in the doghouse and would 
have to watch his step until he should find 
himself restored to the good graces of his 
mistress. I talked to Kim in this matter-of-
fact fashion, and without doubt he under-
stood. Breakfast over, I left for the office. 
On the way I made a bet with myself that 
by noon he would have won forgiveness. 
Sure enough when I returned home for 
1 unch, the first thing Marjorie said was 
how stupid it was to have left a cake on 
the floor, and how justified Kim was in 
thinking that anything left on the floor 
would be intended for him. Such was the 
power of this wonderful fellow. 
It is now a year since Kin1 died. 
Hepatitis killed him. How he fought for 
his life! He felt, I am certain, that he 
would be letting us down if he didn't get 
well. Sick and weak as he was he managed 
to give his tail a little wag whenever I 
appeared. 
The last few days and nights he was not 
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left alone for a minute. The veterinarian 
did everything possible to save him and 
we hoped right up to the very last that he 
would live. Kim never gave up. He seemed 
to say : "I will be conquered ; I will not 
capitulate." And in the end he was 
conquered. 
The night he died our grief was deep. 
We decided to bury him in the back garden 
he liked so well and which he regarded as 
his own. 
My son said he would fashion a box for 
him. David is left-handed and not at all 
skilled with hammer and saw- a family 
characteristic. He set about his task with 
a heavy heart and worked well into the 
following morning. When I saw the 
results of his effort I could scarcely believe 
my eyes. It was perfect in every detail; a 
professional coffin-maker could not have 
done the job better. How he managed it, 
I '11 never know, but perhaps when one 
loves somebody or something enough, it 
makes the difference. 
Those who have never owned a dog may 
think that an admission of grief is a sign 
of weakness or even simplicity of a sort. 
I would remind those who hold such 
feelings that friendship with a good and 
faithful dog is not peculiar to the ordinary 
fellow with an ordinary mind. When Sir 
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Walter Scott's dog died, he excused him-
self from an important dinner engagement 
because of "the death of a dear old 
friend". The late President Roosevelt, 
Prime Minister MacKenzie King and Bis-
marck, Germany's Iron Chancellor, all 
enjoyed satisfying friendships with their 
dogs. Dr. Johnson, on the other hand, was 
devoted to his cat, which bore the digni-
fied name of Hodge. Surely it doesn't 
matter whether a friend has two legs 
or four. 
Sometimes imagination can be a com-
forting thing. Often as I walk along, I see 
Kim trotting by my side. And when I am 
reading at night, there he is lying at my 
feet, watching every move-ready for 
anything, including conversation. What a 
wonderful listener he was! If I moved to 
another chair, he moved too. Always I 
had to be within eye-range. 
Some day I hope that imagination may 
be replaced by reality. When the race is 
finally run I look forward to a reunion 
with many old friends. Among them I 
hope to find one with four legs-the 
devoted and kindly Kim who gave much 
and asked for little. 
My wife was right. Every boy should 
have a dog. And perhaps every old boy 
should have one, too. 
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ARITIME INVEST ENTS 
MOIRS, LIMITED 
Moirs, Limited, is engaged in the pro-
duction and sale of chocolates, conf ec-
tionery, bread and cakes. The main 
manufacturing facilities are located in and 
near the City of Halifax, Nova Scotia, 
but the Company maintains branches 
across Canada and, as well, has estab-
lished agencies in the West Indies, and in 
Central and South America. 
The present company was incorporated 
under the laws of the Province of Nova 
Scotia in December of 1925 to acquire a 
business of the same name which had 
been incorporated in 1903. The origin of 
Moirs, Limited, dates back to 1816 and 
thus for over one hundred and forty 
A Review by Maximus 
years the name Moirs has been associated 
with the confectionery industry in the 
Mari times. 
The company has had a chequered 
financial background, which has included 
one Reorganization (1933) and a Special 
Dividend Arrears Plan (1947). These 
were necessitated by the non-payment of 
interest on a 6t % bond issue then out-
standing in the first instance, and by the 
accumulation of dividend arrears on 
preferred shares in the second. For the 
last eleven years, however, the company 
has shown a net profit in each year, with 
the exception of 19 51. 
In September of 1956 a change of 
Not for the wealthy alone 
Do not make the mistake of thinking that Wills are 
necessary for wealthy people only. 
As a matter of fact, a Will is of even greater importance 
to the man of moderate means because from his estate 
every possible dollar should be saved, and the only way 
that this can be done is by having a correct Will drawn 
and naming a responsible Executor, such as, 
The Central Trust Company of Canada 
Head Office: MONCTON, N.B. 
Branches: 
Saint John, Fredericton, Woodstock, N.B., Amherst, N.S. 
Agency: Campbellton, N.B. 
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control occurred. At that time a group 
of Nova Scotians, who were determined 
to keep the company opera ting in the 
Maritimes, assumed ownership. A mo-
dernization programme was embarked 
upon which has since been extended 
throughout the entire operation of the 
company. Capital expenditures totalling 
$229,000 were made in 1957 and approx-
imately the same amount was to have 
been spent in 1958 on plant improvements. 
As a result of the change-over, and the 
increased efficiency of the production 
facilities, sales reached a record figure in 
1957. Although final figures for 1958 are 
not yet available, it is expected that they 
NESBITT, THOMSON 
AND COMPANY, LIMITED 
Underwriters 
and Distributors of 
GOVERNMENT and 
CORPORATION SECURITIES 
105 Prince William St. 
Saint John, N.B. Phone 3-2513 
• 
123 York St., Fredericton 
Ogden Building, Moncton 
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will be higher again than those reported 
the previous year. Consolidated net 
earnings were $341,000 in 1957 compared 
with $311,000 in 1956. An estimate for 
the year 1958 would be approximately 
$360,000. The net profit in 1956 was 
$68,000, in 1957 was $97,000, and for the 
fiscal year ended December 31, 1958 is 
estimated to be between $110,000 and 
$115,000. 
The financial structure of the company 
is being strengthened gradually, and in 
1957 the last of the funded debt was 
eliminated. The capitalization at the 
present time consists of 9,750 shares of 
preferred stock authorized and outstand-
ing; and 20,000 shares of common stock 
authorized with 15,500 shares issued. An 
option on a further 1,500 shares of the 
common stock at a price of $35.00 per 
share was granted to certain key officials 
of the company during 1957. 
As will be noted from the foregoing, 
the investing public may participate in the 
affairs of Moirs, Limited, through the 
purchase of either pref erred or common 
shares. The pref erred stock has a par 
value of $100 per share, and pays an 
annual dividend of $5 per share. On 
January 2, $2.50 is paid, and $2.50 is paid 
on July 2. A total of $48,750 is required 
to service the pref erred shares, and in 
1957, $96,949 was available for this pur-
pose. The preferred shares may be 
currently purchased at approximately $85 
per share and, at that price, the yield 
received, based on the $5 dividend, is 
5.88 per cent. These shares may be con-
sidered by those investors wishing a 
reasonable return on their funds, and who 
are looking for a moderate capital gain 
over the medium to longer term. 
The common shares of Moirs, Limited, 
are currently trading in the $54 to $60 
range. As at December 31, 1957 assets 
behind the common stock amounted to 
approximately $80 per share. The com-
pany earned fifty-nine cents per share on 
the common stock in 19 57, but this figure 
should be sharply higher for 1958. 
Because of the few shares outstanding, 
15,500, any improvement in net earnings 
is very quickly reflected in the per share 
earnings. If, for example, the net profit 
for 1958 should be $110,000, then the 
per share earnings, after providing for the 
preferred dividends, would be approx-
imately $3 to $3.50. 
With the limited amount of common 
stock presently authorized, there exists 
the distinct possibility that, at some future 
date, the shares will be split up and a 
"rights" offering made to the existing 
shareholders. 
The common shares of Moirs, Limited, 
could be considered by the patient 
investor who wishes to own part of a 
Maritime company which enjoys aggres-
sive management and which should in-
crease its business and profits over the 
next few years. 
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SAGAS OF THE STR 
by LORNE C. CALLBECK 
The Prince Edward Island Legislature this session is planning to discuss the proposed 
causeway across the Northumberland Strait. Here is the story of the heroic 
efforts of earlier Islanders in maintaining winter communications with the mainland. 
T HE HARDY COURIERS who battled their way across the ice of the Northumberland Strait have writ-
ten a chapter of bravery and daring which 
is sometimes punctuated with foolhardy 
courage and a disregard for the ordinary 
safety measures of self-preservation. 
The sagas of the Strait tell of many 
expeditions through almost unbelievable 
hardships and dangers in order to main-
tain the slim thread of communication 
between Prince Edward Island and "The 
Mainland''. 
Northerly gales, heavy ice, frost, 
blizzards and all the other hazards of 
winter combined forces to turn the placid 
summer "highway" to the Island into a 
grisly obstacle course in winter. 
Since the time of the first settlers on 
Prince Edward Island, the Strait has 
presented problems in social and econ-
omic communication, so that Island 
citizens always have given particular 
interest to everything from canoes to 
causeways to bring them reliable and 
permanent connections with the main-
land. 
Walter Patterson, the first Governor 
of the Island of St. John (as it was called 
until 1798), tried the first winter mail 
service after persuading a group of daring 
men to make a crossing of the Strait 
between Wood Islands and Pictou in 
February of 177 5. The rugged little group 
effected the crossing by canoe! 
The route was again given careful 
scrutiny by Phillips Callbeck, the acting 
governor of the Island, who had been 
kidnapped by American privateers during 
a raid on Charlottetown November 17th, 
1775. 
Mr. Callbeck, when released by General 
George Washington, made his way back 
to Halifax, but was delayed in his return 
to the Island until winter surrendered to 
. 
spnng. 
Perhaps this incident occasioned his 
letter to Lord George Germaine in Feb-
ruary of 1777, in which he wrote that he 
was trying to persuade a man or two, 
along with Mr. Stewart(oneofhisofficers), 
to attempt a passage by small canoe to 
Nova Scotia in much the same manner 
as Patterson's men had done earlier. 
"The same" he wrote, "was effected by 
Governor Patterson, and, if this second 
attempt succeeds, it will be a means of 
removing an objection which many 
people have made against living here, they 
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being so long shut up from any intercourse 
with the rest of the world." 
This route, via Wood Islands, Pictou 
Island, and Pictou, was used for the next 
50 years. It was a long and dangerous 
crossing and sometimes several weeks 
would pass in the winter when no passage 
could be effected. 
The Island people, during such periods 
of isolation, knew nothing of international 
affairs and they resented deeply the im-
posed "exile" by the Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde nature of the Strait. In summer, it 
is a warm and benevolent body of water, 
but in winter it becomes savage and 
treacherous. 
Neil Campbell and Donald Mcinnis 
shifted the attack to the westward when 
they made a winter crossing from Cape 
Traverse to Cape Tormentine in 1827. 
The route proved superior to the Wood 
Islands to Pictou route, and as a result, 
some of the mails were carried between 
the two capes during the next winter. 
By 1829 an agreement was entered 
into between certain Cape Traverse 
parties and the Island government, by 
which a11 mail and passengers to and 
from the mainland went via the "Capes 
RouteH. 
Out of these increasing numbers of 
crossings, a particular type of boat was 
slowly evolving. Known as ice-boats, they 
were sma11 and sturdy with iron-shod 
runners in either side of the keel. The 
runners facilitated the boat being hauled 
over the ice and snow when the occasion 
demanded. 
The ice-boats were about seventeen feet 
long, four feet wide, and were shaped like 
a tough Norwegian skiff with the bow 
slanting upward for easy deflection of the 
ice. The boats were sheathed with tin to 
withstand the pounding and grinding of 
the ice, and were powered by sails or oars. 
Their lightness of weight made for easy 
handling, yet their ruggedness could with-
stand the mauling dealt them by lolly, 
drift ice, pressure ridges and raft ice. 
The boats were equipped with long 
leather straps, attached by chains along 
each gunwale and fitted with a harness to 
place over the shoulders and around the 
waists of the crew. Passengers paid only 
two dollars for the trip if they assisted in 
hauling Her Majesty's mail. But some 
gentlemen passengers preferred to remain 
in the boat during the entire crossing, in 
which case they paid the full fare of five 
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dollars. Actually, they too were often 
pressed into service during rough weather, 
and the only ones who didn't have to put 
their shoulders to the harness were 
women and invalids. 
The leather harnesses served a double 
purpose. The shoulder strap was for 
heavy pulling across pressure hummocks, 
or even over miles of rough, broken ice 
cakes. The waist belt was to hold one up 
when the ice gave way, or a cake tipped 
and dropped the passenger into the frigid 
water. When such plunges happened on a 
frosty day, it was necessary to keep 
moving quickly to prevent clothing from 
freezing at the knees to make walking 
impossible. Actually the frozen garments 
shut out both wind and cold, but it was 
rather a Spartan way in which to acquire 
insulation. 
Franklin Phillips Irving, son of George 
Irving and Sophia Maria Callbeck, at one 
time held the contract for operating the 
ice-boat service between Cape Traverse 
and Cape Tormentine. An article in the 
Colonial Herald, under the date of 
April 10, 1841, describes an inspection of 
the crossing by Governor Sir Charles 
Augustus Fitzroy. This article, entitled 
"Watching the Couriers", reads as 
follows: 
On Thursday last, His Excellency, the 
Lieutenant-Governor and Lady Mary Fitz-
roy, accompanied by the Hon. T. H. 
Haviland and Mr. Haythorne,proceeded to 
Cape Traverse,for the purpose of witnessing 
the couriers crossing the Strait of North-
umberland, on their return from Cape 
Tormentine with the weekly mail. The 
principal object of His Excellency's visit 
was to ascertain if any and what improve-
ments could be made in the present winter 
mail route. 
The party arrived at the Cape on Friday 
at noon, and after driving on the ice for 
nearly a mile, discovered the couriers at a 
distance of about four miles, making their 
way through the drift ice. The day was 
exceedingly fine, the sight was truly grati-
fying, and we understand that His Excel-
lency expressed himself in terms of com-
mendation of the hardy perseverance and 
diligence displayed by Mr. Phillips Irving, 
the contractor, and his co-travellers. We 
hope the subject will receive attention in the 
proper quarters, and that suitable en-
couragement will be afforded to the 
praiseworthy exertions of these enterprising 
n1en. 
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Crossings between the Capes, however, 
were not always made under such condi-
tions. The captains and crews of the ice-
boats often suffered great hardships and 
risked their lives to carry the mail. An 
episode which remains outstanding in the 
sagas of the Strait happened early in the 
morning of Thursday, February 23, 1843. 
Two boats, under the command of 
Franklin Phillips Irving, left Cape Tra-
verse with two passengers and a crew of 
eight. The weather was fair, and there 
were good fields of ice, but when the 
expedition had reached halfway point, the 
tide became very strong and dragged their 
course to the eastward. 
Nearing Cape Tormentine, the ice 
became more broken and jagged, with 
heavy lolly among the smaller ice fields. 
Progress was reduced to an agonizing 
crawl. 
At three o'clock in the afternoon, with 
the party just two miles off the mainland 
shores, wind-lashed snow and severe frost 
came in from the northwest, making 
landing impossible. The howling nor' -
wester and the swift tide swept the small 
boats back until the crew decided to make 
an attempt to reach the Island side. This 
manreuvre proved equally impossible. 
With no alternative left, the group 
careened the boats on the ice and took 
shelter under them. Of the entire party, 
only one of the passengers carried matches. 
and with boards that had been one of the 
boats, a fire was kindled. 
When day broke, the crew found they 
had drifted eastward, and lay ten or 
twelve miles from DeSable. The struggle 
to reach shore continued until three 
o'clock in the afternoon when the party 
landed at Rice Point on the entrance to 
Hillsborough Bay. 
All the party suffered frostbite and the 
two passengers were taken to Charlotte-
town for medical treatment. 
The disaster of 1855 is another saga of 
the Strait in which a lone boat left Cape 
Tormentine at eight o'clock in the 
morning of Saturday, March 10, with a 
crew of four men and three passengers. 
The crewmen were Samuel McRae, 
master; William McRae, Benjamin Robin-
son and Duncan Cameron. The passengers 
were Harry Hazard and Richard John-
ston, both medical students on their way 
home from the United States to Charlotte-
town. An elderly gentleman, Joseph Weir 
of Bangor, Maine, and his pet spaniel 
completed the passenger list. 
The trip was favoured at first with 
crisp, clear weather and a gentle wind. A 
light shower of snow fell, but was fol-
lowed by the capricious March sun. At 
noon, with the party mid-way across the 
Strait, the wind suddenly freshened and 
veered off to the north-east. By five 
o'clock the party was less than two miles 
from the Island shore off Carleton, but 
the snow and sleet storm grew violent, 
and malicious lolly stopped progress. 
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The men who took the ice-boats across the Strait of Northumberland in the winter often 
had a difficult and hazardous passage. Above, the six-man crew hauls a boat over the 
rough ice. 
-.~· •,• :-
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Mishaps and tragedy were not uncommon. Sometitnes the crews and their passengers 
were forced to spend the night on the ice floes. Ahol'e, crews guide their boats over the 
ice: aided by the sails of the boats. 
~-. · . . " . ~. . . . . · 
The boats were equivved with lonR leather stravs. attached by chains alonR each f?Un-
wale, and fitted with a harness to place over the shoulders and around the waists of the 
crew. The members of the crew above are shown towinR the boats by these straps. 
The ice-boats were about seventeen feet long, four feet wide, and were shaped like a 
touRh N orweRian skiff. with the bows slantinR uvward for easy deflection of the ice. 
The boats were sheathed with tin to withstand the pounding and grinding of the ice, and 
were powered by sails or oars. The first winter crossing was made in February of 1775, 
and this means of con1munication across the Strait of Northumberland continued 
until 1917. 
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The men turned back and pulled the 
boat up on the ice. The weary, miserable 
men found little shelter from the howling 
blizzard and intense cold, and drifted 
helplessly through the long, comfortless 
night. 
On Sunday morning, the company 
decided to pull the boat toward the main-
land since the passengers were, by this 
time, frost-bitten. They toiled on until 
Monday noon, by which time none had 
had food for three days. Exhaustion 
threatened the crew, and Mr. Hazard 
showed signs of derangement. 
The crew reluctantly killed Mr. Weir's 
little spaniel, and after drinking its blood 
and eating the flesh raw, they were suffi-
ciently revived to continue the struggle 
towards land. They lightened the boat by 
throwing out all the trunks and baggage, 
but true to the traditions of the service 
they saved the mail. 
Hazard soon became unmanageable, 
and could not be persuaded to leave the 
boat. The others covered him with what-
ever clothing they could spare, but he 
was quite unconscious of his surroundings 
and imagined himself with his mother. In 
loving words, he told her of his studies at 
medical school, of his sufferings on the 
ice, and finally lapsed into a state of bliss-
ful unawareness during the last minutes 
of his life. 
The survivors toiled on through the 
evening, and at midnight they reached 
land at Fox Harbour, about five miles 
from Wallace, Nova Scotia. Leaving 
Hazard's frozen body in the boat, they 
started through the deep snow in search 
of help. Cameron, Johnston, and William 
McRae, after two torturous miles, stum-
bled into a farm house at four o'clock in 
the morning. 
The men of the house searched for the 
others, and found them where they had 
dropped into the snow from utter ex-
haustion. They were cared for by the 
people of the district until they were 
strong enough to be returned to their 
homes. 
A resident of Wallace, Mr. A. Mc-
Farlane, wrote an account of the disaster 
for the Honourable Edward Palmer of 
Charlottetown on March 14. He reported 
that Mr. Weir would lose his toes; Mr. 
Johnston had a severely frozen foot, but 
it could be saved; that the boatmen, with 
the exception of Robinson, were badly 
frost-bitten about the feet and were so 
exhausted that it would be some time 
before they were fully recovered; that the 
mails were all saved; and that Mr. 
Hazard's body would be interred temp-
orarily awaiting his family's instructions. 
Another well-known courier, Muncey 
Irving, suffered similar hardships in the 
year 1885. He cast off at 9 :30 a.m., 
Thursday, January 27. Three boats were 
in his fleet, his own manned by Alex 
(Sandy) Muttart, Blucher Robinson, 
William Howatt and William Campbell. 
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The second was captained by Newton 
Muttart, and manned by Hector Camp-
bell, Mont Campbell, Eph Bell and James 
A. Howatt. Hanford Allen was the captain 
of the third craft, with a crew of George 
Allen, John Allen, Edward Trenholm and 
Daniel McGlashen. 
The seven passengers were Dr. Peter 
A. Mcintyre, M.P., from Souris; James 
A. Fraser and Aaron Wilson of Summer-
side; Albert Glyddon, of Tignish; Philip 
Farrell, Sturgeon; and James A. Morrison 
and T. S. McLean of Halifax. Crew and 
passengers numbered twenty-two in all. 
A snowstorm blew in gradually, but 
whipped itself into a fury of white violence 
when the party was only half way across 
the Strait. In the gathering darkness, the 
biting snow and falling temperature left 
only one consolation-the ice upon 
which they had halted was firm. 
The group decided to take shelter on 
the ice, and a rude camp was made by 
placing two of the boats gunwale to 
gunwale. The leeward opening constituted 
a door and the windward side was pro-
tected by a barricade of trunks, valises 
and mail bags. Sheets of tin were stripped 
from the hull of the third boat and these 
were arranged as a hearth upon which a 
fire of newspapers was kindled. Later the 
boat was broken up and used as firewood 
throughout the long night. 
It seems strange that seasoned seamen 
would set out on such expeditions without 
emergency equipment, compasses, food 
rations, tools or any necessary equipment . 
But this party had only two matches, no 
axes, no food, and two compasses, which 
showed different directions. 
The fire built by the couriers gave little 
warmth, and frequently smoked them out 
of the crude camp. Indeed there was first 
enough warmth to melt the snow that 
was driven through the openings in the 
barricade, so that every garment became 
sodden. The hearth, as might be expected, 
melted a hole in the ice before daylight, 
and the camp had to be pulled apart and 
set up again on another spot. 
Morning brought no relief from their 
miseries, and little improvement was seen 
in the weather. They were able to reckon, 
however, that they had drifted down the 
Strait to a position off Crapaud. The 
storm still raged, the fuel supply was 
exhausted, and Sandy Muttart had be-
come delirious. Despite all these hard-
ships, it was still impossible to reach 
shore. 
The storm abated gradually, until at 
three o'clock that afternoon the spire of 
DeSable Kirk was sighted, and with rising 
hopes, the men broke camp and began the 
march to shore. Walking was difficult, and 
on reaching the shore-line they found 
themselves in a swamp where the depth of 
snow was so great the weakest of them 
almost gave up to die in its white drifts. 
Although the night was not dark, they 
were so blinded that their accidental 
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approach to habitations was discovered 
by the odour of smoke, and the inhabitants 
were brought forth to their rescue by 
shouts. 
The weary, sick men were taken into 
warm homes and cared for by Angus, 
Alexander, John and Malcolm McPhail. 
Glyddon was in a state of complete 
exhaustion, and frostbite necessitated the 
amputation of both feet and the fingers of 
both hands. Sandy M uttart was found in 
the swamp, standing in snow up to his 
waist, incapable of speech, but clinging to 
a tree limb so tightly his fingers could not 
be pried away. Finally the tree branch 
was cut off, and Muttart carried to the 
warm house. He ultimately suffered the 
loss of fingers and toes. 
After this disaster of 1885, the Dom-
inion Government passed regulations 
designed to protect the crews and pas-
sengers of the ice boats. These belated 
rules provided that each boat must carry 
at least two paddles, a compass, food, 
axes and materials for making a fire, and 
that each boat must carry a crew of at 
least six men, one of whom must act as 
captain. It was also decreed that there 
must be no fewer than three boa ts in a 
crossing fleet, and the two lead men, 
called bow men, were to be next in com-
mand to the captain. Besides the captain, 
there was also to be a chief captain or 
pilot in command of the entire fleet. 
Salaries paid for this Dominion Govern-
ment Ice Boat Service were $75 a month 
for a captain, and $55 a month for each 
subordinate. The bowmen got $50 each, 
and the rest were content with $45 a 
month. 
A few weeks after the tragedy of 1885, 
headstrong and daring Muncey Irving 
was again involved in another near-
disaster. A fleet of ice boa ts was returning 
from Cape Tormentine under the direc-
tion of Muncey's cautious and wise father, 
Arthur Irving. Considering his father 
over-cautious and slow, Muncey dis-
regarded warnings to follow his own 
course. 
The captain of another boat, Blucher 
Robinson, realized the great danger to 
Muncey's passengers, and followed in his 
own boat to help in case of trouble. The 
original party arrived safely on Island 
shores and found no trace of Muncey. 
Out on the turbulent Strait, Muncey's 
party was encountering lolly so thick and 
heavy that the boats could not penetrate 
it. Darkness was closing in over the dark 
waters, and the night winds were bitterly 
cold. 
Blucher Robinson suddenly tasted 
bitter anger. 
Muncey's blatant disregard for danger 
enraged Blucher so much he grabbed him 
roughly and spat out the words: "What 
the hell do you plan to do now ?" 
"We'll have to shelter ourselves here 
for the night," was Irving's weak reply. 
The answer so infuriated the old-timer 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
he landed a giant-size haymaker on 
Muncey's jaw and dumped him into the 
boat while muttering "Like hell we will. 
There's been too damn much of that 
lately." 
Under Robinson's furious guidance the 
crew laboured through the night to bring 
the party safely to shore. 
The ice boats were abandoned after the 
ice season, at which time many of the 
couriers devoted their efforts to fishing 
lobsters. Muncey Irving was one of these 
fishermen, and in another of his wild 
defiances of the Strait, he lost his life 
during a storm, taking three of his helpers 
with him. 
When Prince Edward Island joined the 
Dominion of Canada on July 1, 1873, it 
was promised continuous steamship ser-
vice across the Northumberland Strait. 
The first boat was the Albert, and then 
in 1877 came the Northern Light. These 
were replaced in 1887 by the Stanley, 
followed by the Minto. 
In mid-winter, however, it was neces-
sary to supplement the steamer service 
with the old ice-boat service operated by 
the hardy breed of men from Cape 
Traverse. And hardy they were, too. 
Captain Lewis Muttart made his last trip 
in 1897 at the age of 83. 
In 1909 the Earl Grey began sailing 
between the Capes, and two years later a 
Dominion Government car ferry service 
was pledged by Prime Minister Robert 
Borden, even though it involved a change 
over from the narrow to a standard gauge 
railway. 
Sir Robert's name was honoured when 
the new terminal was called Borden. In 
1917, the first car ferry ice-breaker, the 
Prince Edward Island began duty, and the 
days of the heroic couriers faded away 
into history. 
A second and larger boat, the Charlotte-
town joined the Prince Edward Island in 
1931, but it rammed a rock and sank off 
the south coast of Nova Scotia on June 19, 
1941, while on her way to a refit in dry-
dock. The magnificent Abegweit took her 
place in 1947. 
In June of 1941, the old route was again 
used when the Wood Islands to Caribou 
service was opened, and two smaller 
ships- the Prince Nova and the Charles 
A. Dunning maintained summer com-
munications across the eastern end of the 
Strait. In the summer of 1958 a new 
luxury motor ship the Lord Selkirk went 
into service to replace the Prince Nova on 
the route established by Phillips Callbeck 
in 1777. 
And now, with talk of a causeway to 
join the Island with the mainland, and 
with modern car ferries and air transport 
to service the route, we have only the 
fading memory of the hardy seafarers who 
braved the moods of the Strait to carry 
the mail, and of the women who kept 
anxious vigil as they placed lamps in the 
windows to guide their men safely home. 
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ROUND and ABOUT 
- -
- by Vedette 
Newfoundland Summit 
The long-awaited Newfound-
land summit meeting took place 
on January 26 at Ottawa, when 
Premier Smallwood conferred 
with Prime Minister Diefenbaker 
on the terms of the McNair Royal 
Commission Report. 
* * * After a lengthy private discus-
sion in the morning between the 
two heads of government, there 
was a further session in the after-
noon when Finance Minister 
Donald Fleming, his Deputy 
Minister K. W. Taylor and Mr. 
R. M. Burns joined the discussion 
as Federal Government repre-
sentatives, and Mr. Albert B. 
Perlin and Mr. Carl Goldenberg, 
Q.C., who had been respectively 
a member and the economic 
adviser to the Newfoundland 
Commission for Revision of 
Terms of Union, appeared as 
aides to Mr. Smallwood. The 
result of the discussions appears 
to have been favourable. Mr. 
Smallwood's comment: "I came 
away from the two meetings with 
a feeling of encouragement." 
* * * 
Newfoundland will enter its 
tenth year of Confederation on 
March 31, and we look forward 
to publishing in the April issue of 
The Atlantic Advocate Mr. Albert 
Perlin's review of those years, 
and his assessment of their effect 
on the lives of Newfoundlanders. 
There is strong sentiment through-
out the Atlantic region and else-
where in Canada, that this matter 
of fulfilling the terms of Con-
federation should be disposed of 
without further delay. 
* * * Newfoundland will then be able 
to enter its tenth year as our tenth 
province with unalloyed rejoicing, 
in which the rest of Canada will 
join. And with reason; for many 
can see that the day will come 
when the developed mineral 
wealth of Newfoundland will be 
Canada's richest asset. 
* * * Coming of a Giant 
Great news for Nova Scotia, 
and a f ea th er in the cap of the 
provincial government and its 
crown company Industrial Estates 
Limited, is the coming of the 
British industrial giant Electric 
and Musical Industries, E.M.I. 
for short, to form a partnership 
with Cossor (Canada) Limited. 
E.M.I.-Cossor Electronics Li-
mited will occupy offices and plant 
in Woodside, provided for them 
by Industrial Estates Limited. 
It is a shrewd and sensible 
policy for the Nova Scotia govern-
ment to encourage rich corpora-
tions to use the financing facilities 
of Industrial Estates, and so to 
ensure a future of substance for 
the new industries that they 
introduce. 
* * * His Master's Voice 
E.M.I. is the combination of 
the Gramophone Company (His 
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Master's Voice) and the Columbia 
Gramophone Company. Its gross 
sales last year were $200 million. 
The immense resources, finan-
cial and technical, which will be 
at the disposal of the new group 
make its success as nearly a matter 
of certainty as can be found in 
this ephemeral Jife. 
* * * Mr. Henry Chisholm will be its 
chairman, Mr. Clifford Metcalfe, 
managing director of E.M.I. and 
E.M.I. Electronics, its president; 
and its directors, Messrs. A. C. 
Carter, Arthur Levin, R. Addie, 
J. C. MacKeen and G. F. Mac-
Laren, Q.C. 
James E. Palmer 
Companies Merge 
The assets and business of John 
Palmer Company Limited are 
being acquired by a newly-
organized company, Palmer-Mc-
Lellan (United) Limited. Under 
the new company, the Palmer 
Company and the former Palmer-
McLellan Shoe Company Limited, 
will be merged. The management 
and products will continue sub-
stantially the same. 
* * * Officers and directors of Pal-
mer-McLellan (United )Limited 
are: Jam es E. Palmer, director 
and chairman of the board; J. R. 
McLellan, director, president and 
managing director; John A. 
Palmer, director and vice-presi-
dent, and F. J. Brennan, director. 
The merger makes the re-organ-
ized boot and shoe firm a strong 
new factor in the economy of the 
Atlantic Provinces. 
* * * 
Plant Destroyed 
Fire at Donovan's, Newfound-
land, in January, destroyed the 
plant of Atlantic Hardboards 
Industries Limited, one of the 
projects established under New-
foundland's plan for economic 
development. More than one and 
a half million dollars had been 
invested in the plant by the prov-
incial government, and an esti-
mated 175 men are out of 
employment as the result of the 
fire. It will probably take a year 
to get the plant in operation 
again, officials say. 
* * * 
Lively Discussion 
Elizabeth Macdonald stirred up 
a lively discussion with her "Toast 
to Toronto" in last month's issue 
proving, if anything, that Can-
adians probably take themselves 
too seriously. (See letters, Pages 
10 and 11.) 
* * * 
An editorial in the Toronto 
Star said "A pert lady named 
Elizabeth Macdonald toasts (or 
roasts) Toronto in a piece in this 
month's Atlantic Advocate-a 
respectable magazine which, not 
unnaturally, is an advocate of the 
four Atlantic provinces, their 
virtues, business, arts, brains, 
industry, integrity, crafts, etc., 
etc., etc. Perhaps also naturally, 
the 'Toast to Toronto' is spread 
with some rancid butter ... 'when 
we export brains [she says] we 
want them to uphold the Mari-
time tradition of getting to the 
top of the heap.' Well, by impli-
cation in that last statement, 
Toronto is the top of the heap, 
where the best Maritime brains 
go. Maybe that is what is wrong 
with the whimsy of the stay-at-
home New Brunswick writer-
she's a bit jealous of the Mari-
timers who have been exported 
our way in their thousands?" 
* * * 
The Star editorial was followed 
by a letter to the Star from Mrs. 
Aileen Sivell of Oromocto, N.B. 
Mrs. Sivell says, "Your editorial 
(Ha! Ha! Toronto, Jan. 10) re-
regarding the piece in the Atlantic 
Advocate concerning Toronto 
prompts this letter. Let me assure 
you, sir, New Brunswick didn't 
'export' its brains. It was because 
they had brains that these people 
left. Nobody-I repeat-nobody 
in full possession of his senses 
would live in this province if he 
had a free choice. 
* * * 
"I would like to suggest quite 
sincerely that it be converted into 
a giant national park and a 
nominal fee charged. In this 
manner it could be made self-
supporting. For the hunter and 
for fishermen, this is a veritable 
paradise, relatively untouched by 
the hand of man. 
* * * 
"On the other hand, the farms 
are the most depressing and ill-
equipped to be found anywhere 
in Canada. The roads, with the 
possible exception of the new 
trans-Canada highway, are de-
plorable. Why do I live here? 
Well, you see, I am one of the 
unfortunate few who have no free 
choice. Eighteen months ago the 
department of national defence 
posted my army husband here 
and, like a dutiful wife, If ollowed. 
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""To add insult to injury, with 
the higher price of food, the three 
per cent government tax and the 
increased cost of car insurance, 
it is costing us $500 per year 
more to live in New Brunswick 
than it did in Ontario." ~ 
* * * Another of Elizabeth Mac-
donald's whimsies is published this 
month on Page 48. If this, too, 
should give offence to any "Upper-
Canadian" house or its owner, it 
should be said at once that Miss 
Macdonald is immune to scold-
ings. Slings and arrows could be 
her daily diet. Like Cyrus Eaton, 
she is a native of Pugwash, N.S. 
* * * Another comment on the Mari-
times in a Toronto newspaper 
comes from James M. Minifie's 
column in the Telegram. He said: 
"The mark of the Maritimes is 
individuality, rejection of the 
mass mind and the automatic 
response." Mr. Minifie was dis-
cussing Boris Pasternak's top-
selling, record-breaking novel, 
Doctor Zhivago. He says: "Ob-
serve Pasternak's diagnosis of 
what was at the root of the evil to 
come [in Russia following the 
Bolshevik revolution]-the failure 
to live up to personal opinion. 
This defect is not to be found in 
the Maritimes. It is to be found 
in some other parts of Canada 
and the United States." 
* * * 
Atlantic Resolutions 
Three Maritime Parliamentar-
ians have recently re-emphasized 
the need for fulfilment of the 
Atlantic Resolutions. J. Chester 
MacRae, M.P. for York-Sunbury, 
speaking in the House of Com-
mons, said, "There can be no 
second class Canadians and there 
can be no second class areas of 
Canada. I would urge our govern-
ment to look toward the east. We 
in the Maritimes, now as never 
before, require assistance on a 
grand scale to bring ourselves out 
of the financial doldrums in which 
we have found ourselves for nearly 
a century." 
* * * 
The Hon. J. W. Pickersgill, 
M.P. for Bonavista-Twillingate, 
speaking in Fredericton, dealt 
with each of the resolutions, but 
claimed that only the adjustment 
grants had been implemented. 
(See also Page 14.) 
* * * The Hon. Dr. Donald Smith of 
Halifax, said in the Senate, "let us 
hear no more about Cabinet 
committees and ad hoc measures. 
I think the people of the Atlantic 
region expect to have new policies 
developed ... 
* * * 
"It is evident ... that a solu-
tion to the economic problems of 
the Atlantic region would make a 
significant contribution to na-
tional income and prosperity. 
When the day arrives that regional 
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problems-no matter where they 
exist in Canada-are substantially 
diminished by effective Govern-
ment policies, supplementing those 
carried out by past administra-
tions, we will then have been 
brought close indeed to complete 
triumph of nationhood over 
geography ... 
* * * 
"I must say it is a great dis-
appointment and disillusionment 
to find not a single reference to 
the problems of the Atlantic 
regions in the Speech from the 
Throne under discussion here 
today ... " 
* * * Selling Ourselves 
Dr. Frank McKinnon, presi-
dent of the Atlantic Provinces 
Economic Council, in an address 
to the Maritime Hardware Asso-
ciation at Moncton last month 
said, HWe have got to sell our-
selves our own products first. Too 
many people think of markets in 
distant places. Actually, we are 
not producing our own foodstuffs; 
the only products we have in sur-
plus are potatoes, apples and blue-
berries. There are markets for our 
products right here in our own 
Maritime Provinces as well as a 
market for wonderful possibilities 
in Newfoundland and in the 
north. 
* * * 
" ... The north is opening up 
rapidly. It can't supply its own 
food; we are strategically located 
to supply it. If we don't get much 
busier than we have been about 
getting the northern market, 
others will have it within the next 
year or two and we will have lost 
a golden opportunity, for lack of 
enterprise on our own part." 
* * * Winning Team 
The team of students from 
Colchester County, N.S., won the 
Cara van Quiz series carried by 
radio stations throughout the 
Atlantic area. Members of the 
winning team were: Lloyd White, 
John Dean, Hugh Fulton, Eliza-
beth Walters and Audrey Thom-
son. Richard Moses directed the 
team. A group from Fredericton 
High School took second place. 
They were Margaret Forbes, 
Richard Clark, Brenda Cochrane, 
Lewis Morgan and Eva Fair-
weather. Arthur L. Inch was in 
charge of the team. The pro-
grammes were concerned with all 
aspects of the Atlantic region, 
with particular attention to ac-
quainting high school students 
with the area, its history, current 
problems and personalities. 
* * * 
Products Promotion 
Another APEC activity is the 
Atlantic products promotion and 
identification programme, which 
got under way in Halifax in 
January. The programme includes 
use of the slogan and banner, "'An 
Atlantic Provinces Quality Pro-
duct", in advertising and pack-
aging. John E. Shaffner, president 
of M. W. Graves Limited, is 
chairman of the programme. It is 
designed to acquaint consume~s 
with quality products produced 1n 
the Atlantic provinces throughout 
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the year, and is an outcome of 
APEC's food show held m 
Moncton last April. 
* * * 
Coal Sales 
A. M. Tooke of Minto, secre-
tary-treasurer of the New Bruns-
wick Coal Producers Association, 
has credited The Atlantic Advocate 
and The Daily Gleaner with 
helping sale of Minto coal and for 
securing orders from many places. 
He attributes the increased sales 
to the editorial support given to 
solving the surplus coal problem 
by the two publications. 
* * * 
Key Man 
Charles W. Appleton, vice-
president of coal sales for Dosco, 
is the key man behind the pro-
gramme to sell Mari time coal to 
Ontario markets. Already a To-
ronto firm is to receive $250,000 
worth of Maritime coal annually 
as a result of Mr. Appleton's 
campaign. 
Charles W. Appleton 
Mr. Appleton is a native of 
Stellarton, Nova Scotia, and 
gained prominence as a hockey 
player in the Maritime professional 
league about the time of the First 
World War. He is a former miner, 
served overseas with the 85th 
Nova Scotia Battalion, and atten-
ded Mount Allison University. 
He became a vice-president of 
Dosco about ten years ago. 
* * * 
Woodworking Plant 
The Springhill Development 
Corporation has succeeded in 
bringing its first plant to the area. 
The new firm is the Springhill 
Woodworking Company and will 
be operated in Springhill by the 
Olie Construction Company of 
Halifax, manufacturing pre-cut 
components for home construc-
tion. The plant will employ about 
a dozen men initially, and even-
tually plans to have a payroll of 
about a hundred. Meanwhile, 
Fred Blair, manager of Industrial 
Estates Limited, and officials of 
APEC and Dosco, are continuing 
studies of the industrial possi-
bilities of the community. 
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Silver Dart 
Wing Commander Paul Hart-
man of Ottawa is the brave 
adventurer who will fly the replica 
of the Silver Dart at Baddeck, 
Cape Breton, on February 23. 
(See also Page 25.) The replica 
was built at Trenton, Ont., by 
R.C.A.F. personnel, under the 
direction of L. A. C. Lionel Mc-
caffrey of Calgary. E. M. Mac-
Lean is chairman of the local 
anniversary committee in Bad-
deck, and every available accom-
modation in the community had 
been booked for the anniversary 
day. Those attending will have to 
plan their way back again. 
* * * 
Central Figure 
The Hon. J. A. D. Mccurdy, 
the central figure in the anni-
versary celebrations, is to become 
an honorary air marshal in the 
Royal Canadian Air Force. Al-
though he gave up flying a long 
time ago, at least one member of 
the clan is actively engaged in it. 
He is John Mccurdy of Halifax, 
sonofB.Pearson McCurdy,grand-
son of the late Hon. F. B. Mc-
curdy, P.C., and a cousin of the 
great man of Canadian aviation. 
Young John McCurdy, whose 
maternal great-grandfather work-
ed at Dr. Bell's laboratory, is 
flying jets at Gimli, Manitoba. 
* * * Guest speaker at the anniversary 
dinner in Halifax on February 23, 
will be Donald 0. Turnbull of 
Rothesay, son of Dr. Wallace 
Rupert Turnbull, inventor of the 
variable pitch propeller. Donald 
Turnbull assisted his father with 
the work on the propeller, and 
suggested a differential gear con-
trol for it, to eliminate all 
mechanical shock. (See also Page 
38.) 
* * * Versatile Author 
H. Gordon Green, who wrote 
The Silver Dart, is known prin-
cipally as a short story writer and 
for his novel The Praying Mantis. 
He has also written for magazines 
and for television and motion 
pictures. He is magazine editor of 
The Family Herald in Montreal, 
and commutes from his farm near 
Ormstown, Quebec. There he 
delights in pioneering new and un-
usual kinds of livestock. 
* * * 
In 1953 he imported the first 
privately owned Swedish Land-
race hogs in America, a feat which 
he says took "seven years of 
intrigue and disappointment" to 
accomplish. He is secretary of the 
Canadian Landrace Association 
and of three other national breed 
organizations. The Green farm is 
populated by pigs, domestic deer, 
silver foxes, chickens, sheep, 
Springer spaniels, Shetland ponies, 
Persian cats, Canada's only herd 
of Belted Galloway cattJe, the 
senior Greens and some junior 
ones. 
* * * Born in Anderson, Indiana, in 
1912, Mr. Green is of English and 
Danish descent. He is a graduate of 
the University of Michigan, served 
in both the Canadian and the 
United States armies during the 
Second World War, is father of 
six children, and a grandfather. 
He has the distinction of being 
president of the Canadian Authors 
Association. 
* * * 
Island Causeway 
John A. MacDonald, M.P. for 
Kings, P.E.I., reintroduced a 
resolution in the House of Com-
mons last month, calling for 
federal government consideration 
of construction of the proposed 
causeway from New Brunswick 
to the Island. Mr. MacDonald 
says "The project is of tremendous 
importance to the Island and all 
other Maritime Provinces to a 
lesser degree." A reminder of the 
difficulties of maintaining com-
munications between the Island 
and the mainland in winter is 
Lorne C. Ca11beck's article on 
Page 58. 
* * * 
Winter Carnival 
The fourth annual Winter 
Carnival of the University of New 
Brunswick got under way on 
February 3. Among the special 
features of this year's festival was 
the production of an original 
musical comedy written and 
directed by Steve Patterson of 
Fredericton. Entitled Vicki, the 
show was a satire on family life 
in the nineteenth century. Last 
year Patterson wrote and pro-
duced a show for the carnival 
entitled Around the World in 
Eighty Minutes, which included a 
skit about The Atlantic Advocate' s 
editor and publisher, Michael 
Wardell, and his newspaper, The 
Daily Gleaner. 
* * * 
Jack Ellison of Toronto was 
chairman of this year's Carnival, 
and folk singer Stan Wilson of 
California provided some high-
spots of entertainment during the 
programme. Other events were 
election of a carnival queen, 
dances and sports events including 
a hockey match between the 
English students and the co-eds. 
* * * Governor Honoured 
The Hon. Frank Ross, Lieuten-
ant-Governor of British Colum-
bia, has been given a gold pass-key 
by the sixty-two weekly news-
papers of his province, making 
him an honorary member of their 
association. Governor Ross has 
the broad outlook of a man 
exposed to the two extremities of 
the continent of Canada. He is a 
property owner on a large scale 
on both the Atlantic and the 
Pacific shores, where he farms 
extensively, and he is uniquely a 
freeman of Saint John, N.B., as 
well as of Victoria, B.C. 
* * * What a contrast, this concep-
tion, to the chopped-off version 
of the Canadian continent so 
frequently evidenced! The latest 
example is the description of the 
"trans-Canada" flight permitted 
to the Canadian Pacific Airlines, 
"Vancouver to Montreal". Just 
that. This is the mentality that 
inspired the map in Chambers's 
cartoon on Page 15. 
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THE 
VERSATILE 
MA.RITIMER 
by 
Johanne Zwicker McKee 
I F ANY FISH can be called a Maritimer, it is the codfish. It is at home in the waters off the Maritime Provinces, and 
is a great favourite of "Bluenosers" all 
over the world. 
Fluffy Codfish Pie 
Codfish is one of the most versatile fish 
that I know. It appears on the market in 
so many different forms that it is a great 
aid to the homemaker in her task of meal 
planning. 
Not only is codfish a great contributor 
to the homemaker's menus, but it is 
nutritious as well. Fish is a protein food, 
in fact it contains fifteen to twenty per 
cent protein-about the same proportion 
as in meat and poultry. The protein in 
fish supplies all the amino acids, which 
means that fish alone would be able to 
supply the body's needs for health and 
growth. Most important, the protein in 
fish is very easy to digest. Tests have 
proven that from ninety to ninety-six 
per cent is digested. This makes fish an 
excellent food for people of all ages. 
Fish vary in fat content, and the flesh 
of the cod is one that is low in fat. This is 
a great boon to "calorie watchers" since 
a small amount of fat means less calories 
per serving. The highest proportion of fat 
in the codfish is in the liver. Cod liver is 
especially famous for the high concentra-
tion of vitamins A and D, which are used 
for medicinal purposes. Marine fish and 
shellfish contain high amounts of iodine. 
A deficiency of iodine in the diet causes 
the enlargement of the thyroid gland, 
known as goitre. In areas where the salt 
water fish are eaten this condition is 
rarely found. Fish also contain consider-
able quantities of calcium and phos-
phorous and, as in all animal foods, is 
found mainly in the bones. In canned fish 
the bones have become soft and edible 
and are excellent sources of these two 
minerals. 
While I was in Newfoundland, one dish 
I found to be a favourite was "Salt Cod 
and Rice Casserole"; Nova Scotians like 
their codfish in a "Fluffy Codfish Pie". 
"Smoked Cod Casserole" is a favourite 
on Prince Edward Island and "Filets 
Piq uants" is a bright spot in New Bruns-
wick menus. 
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FLUFFY CODFISH PIE 
t pound boneless salt cod 
4 slices bacon, diced 
t cup chopped onion 
1 tablespoon flour 
ll cups milk 
l teaspoon dried thyme (optional) 
l teaspoon pepper 
2 eggs, separated 
1 cooked pie shell (9 inches) 
Soak cod in cold water overnight. 
Drain, cover with fresh water and bring 
to the boil. Drain and flake. Fry bacon 
until crisp; remove and save the scraps. 
Add onion and cook until tender. Sprinkle 
with flour and add 1 cup milk, stirring 
until thickened and smooth. Add flaked 
fish, bacon, thyme and pepper. Beat egg 
yolks with remaining milk, add to fish 
mixture and cook three minutes longer. 
Beat egg whites until stiff, but not dry, 
and fold in the fish mixture. Fill the pie 
shell and bake in a moderate oven (350°) 
for 20 minutes or until lightly browned. 
Makes 4 or 5 servings. 
SALT COD AND RICE CASSEROLE 
1 pound dry salt codfish 
1 t cups cooked rice 
1 t cups thin white sauce 
2 tablespoons chopped onion 
2 tablespoons chopped green pepper 
(optional) 
l cup chopped tomatoes 
l cup soft bread crumbs 
2 tablespoons melted butter 
Soak cod in cold water overnight. 
Drain, cover with fresh water and bring 
to the boil. Drain and flake the fish. 
Place i cup rice in the bottom of a 1 i 
quart casserole and add all the cod. 
Sprinkle with onions and green pepper. 
Add i cup of the white sauce and the 
rest of the cooked rice. Pour the remainder 
of the white sauce over the rice and 
sprinkle with tomato. Combine the bread 
crumbs and melted butter and place on 
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top of the casserole. Bake in a moderate 
oven 350 F. for 20 minutes. 
Makes 6 servings. 
SMOKED FILLET CASSEROLE 
1 pound smoked fillets 
3 medium potatoes 
2 tablespoons flour 
2 tablespoons butter 
1 cup milk 
1 cup thinly sliced onion rings 
1 teaspoon salt 
t cup grated cheese (optional) 
Cut the fish into cubes. Cook potatoes 
in skins for 20 minutes or until partially 
cooked. Make white sauce in double 
boiler with flour, butter and milk. When 
potatoes are partially cooked, peel and 
slice them. In a 1 t quart greased casserole, 
place in layers, potatoes, fish, onion rings 
and salt. Begin and end with a layer of 
potatoes. Pour on white sauce and 
sprinkle top with grated cheese. Bake in a 
moderate oven (350° F.) for 45 minutes 
or until fish and potatoes are cooked. 
Makes 4 to 6 servings. 
FILETS PIQUANTS 
2 pounds fish fillets 
i cup dry bread crumbs 
1 tablespoon vinegar 
1 tablespoon Worcestershire sauce 
1 tablespoon lemon juice 
t cup melted butter 
1 teaspoon prepared mustard 
1 teaspoon salt 
1 teaspoon pepper 
Cut fillets into serving-sized pieces if 
desired. Cover the bottom of a shallow, 
greased baking dish with one-half the 
crumbs. Place fillets on dish and top with 
remaining crumbs. Combine the other 
ingredients and mix until smooth. Pour 
over fillets. Bake in a hot oven 450 
Fahrenheit allowing about 10 minutes 
baking time for each inch thickness if 
fillets are fresh, and about 20 minutes for 
each inch thickness if frozen. 
Makes 6 servings. 
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Invitation 
to 
Romance 
by 
JEAN E. SEREISKY 
T HE STATE OF MATRIMONY long has been regarded by members of the fairer sex as a highly desirable and 
eminently satisfactory position in life. 
The prospect of marriage, alas, has 
failed to offer the same lure to that so 
eligible but contrary group classified as 
confirmed bachelors. As dramatist Henrik 
Ibsen remarked, "marriage is a thing 
you've got to give your whole time to". 
And so, the bachelor, reluctant to leave 
behind a carefree life, has looked upon 
marriage as a step not to be taken 
lightly. 
A determined woman in pursuit of an 
escaping male has many powers at her 
command, not the least of which is that 
blessing and assistance provided by leap 
year. This happy event, occuring as it 
does only once every four years, offers the 
rare privilege of proposal by the matri-
monial-minded maiden without loss of 
modesty. 
All of which is all very well for the 
pursuer of a particular bachelor, but what 
about the hopeful with marriage twinkling 
in her eye- and no prospect in sight? 
Seventy-five years ago, the answer to 
this problem was supplied to the ladies 
of Saint John in an invitation to romance 
- a special Valentine's Day report on 
marriageable men of the area, "their 
standing in business and in society", 
published by the Saint John Globe. 
Observing that February 14, 1884, marked 
a leap year occasion, the article contained 
a listing of "eligible unmarried men of 
whom there are by far too many in Saint 
John", with special reference to their 
"accomplishments and virtues". 
In an introduction to the main body of 
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listings, the Globe pointed out the brief 
descriptions of character and persons 
were intended for those ladies "who may 
be fastidious in making their choice". To 
the faint-hearted, the story offered pro-
mise; cases felt to be absolutely hopeless 
were left out. 
A tempting prospect was that offered by 
Silas Alward, a barrister of "lucrative 
practice and fast becoming a leader at the 
bar; popular in society, on the lecture 
platform and in the political campaign; is 
in the prime of life and has a fine residence 
on Mount Pleasant". Mr. Alward, it was 
noted, was a great traveller and ready to 
start at "a moment's notice for Manitoba, 
Mount Vesuvius, or the Sudan." 
Then there was William F. Bunting, a 
"great fisherman who may soon get 
caught himself". This surely must have 
been interpreted as an encouraging word 
by the ladies of his acquaintance. 
Many-sided talents were apparent in 
the character of one J. B. LeBlanc, who, 
in addition to being proprietor of a 
popular millinery establishment, was 
"capable of making love in two languages, 
and a good specimen of man generally". 
The more adventuresome types would 
have been attracted to William H. Patton, 
who enjoyed a notable record as a lady's 
man "but has never been sued for breach 
of practice". Mr. Patton, the article 
continued, "has been on the best of terms 
with the ladies but can hardly remain so 
without declaring himself". 
For those fair residents of West Saint 
John who preferred to do their hunting on 
home territory, the Globe gave reference 
to bachelors such as Walter H. Allan, who 
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"has his home ready and takes a festive 
view of things". 
Since a goodly sprinkling of various 
professions, trades and businesses was 
represented, the summary would not have 
been complete without attention to the 
gentlemen of the press. Witness: 
"John B. Jones, the best-looking re-
porter in town, now on the Globe; is 
suspected of matrimonial intentions but 
denies the soft impeachment, needs to be 
spoken to at once; can keep a wife." 
An event as romantic and sentimental 
as Valentine's Day called forth a spirit of 
fair (or foul, depending on the inter-
pretation) play on the part of the Globe, 
which gallantly presented the case of rival 
newsman Edmund Fairweather of the 
Sun. He, "like all journalists, is working 
for fame, not lucre; kind, affectionate, 
abstemious, and in excellent health, 
attends the bazaars and will yet draw a 
prize in the lottery of life." 
For the ladies of artistic temperament, 
the article included jottings on bachelors 
of musical ability, dramatic interests, cul-
tural inclinations and students of history. 
No matter in what field the hopeful lady's 
tastes might have been directed, she was 
sure to find information about the 
interests dear to her heart- be it sports or 
politics. 
This unorthodox but practical method 
of lending a helping hand to Cupid for the 
day of hearts and flowers could not but 
have met with the approval of the fairer 
sex. By such a novel effort to provide 
valentines for the ladies of Saint John, the 
Globe departed only slightly from an old 
custom in which young people gathered 
together on the eve of St. Valentine's Day 
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and each drew from a receptacle a name 
of a member of the opposite sex. Each 
gentleman in this manner won a lady for 
his valentine and became the valentine of 
a lady. 
Financial standings of many prospects, 
detailed for the benefit of security-minded 
females by the Globe, must have proved 
reassuring. Thus: J. J. Duggard, a jolly 
good fell ow, ''having a salary large 
enough for two at least to live on". Here 
was a source of amusement-as well as 
economic comfort-for Mr. Duggard had 
"gained celebrity by his unequalled 
singing of comic songs in public and 
private entertainment". 
A rising businessman, full of energy, 
"has been all over the country and can 
rejoice in having many fair friends but is 
still paddling his own canoe" was the 
recommendation for bachelor George 
McAvity. Montague Chamberlain was a 
man of good qualities, much sought after 
by the ladies and able to "swear in several 
Indian dialects, but never does". 
Glowing praise of the qualities and 
sterling refinements possessed by these 
eligible gentlemen could hardly have failed 
to evoke a sympathetic response in the 
hearts of ladies of marriageable age. Con-
sider the case presented by William D ana-
her of the Maritime Restaurant. Here, 
says the account, is a man of philosophical 
cast of mind who believes in enjoying life 
while on this earthly pilgrimage and keeps 
a three-minute trotter as part of the 
programme. 
"As good looking as the average," 
remarked the Globe, "and likely to live 
long and die happily provided he gets 
married.'' 
Stability of an economically sound 
background appears in this tribute to E. 
McLeod, a "handsome and active bar-
rister". The Globe evidently felt Mr. 
McLeod would make excellent husband 
material, as he was in "good circums-
tances, prominent as a son of temperance 
and a seductive politician; very earnest in 
all that he undertakes; has been Attorney-
General and hopes to be again." Added 
expectation of a rosy future was held out 
in the fact that Mr. McLeod "often 
thinks of matrimony". 
Flourishing under the opulence of an 
era replete with heavy draperies, elaborate 
hangings and rich coverings, the formal 
parlour of the day was- all too often for 
the liking of the mistress in the home-
clouded with the redolence of cigar smoke. 
Many of the ladies possessed of an 
aversion to cigars shared another trait in 
common- a strong will and a tendency 
to reforming. 
The obvious Valentine choice for a 
reform-bent Victorian maiden was pro-
vided in the character outline of one young 
gallant, an extensive traveller and hard 
student who was a "vigorous smoker~'. 
But, predicted the Globe, "he intends to 
give it up when he gets married." 
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CHARLES BRUCE 
JUNIPER 
PART II 
' . 
Colin Forester, after near(v thirty years as a settler in Nova Scotia, is faced in the 
f all of 1813 by two nagging worries. One is the increasing and obvious interest 
taken in his 19-year-old daughter Willoughby by trader Ben Farren, a middle-
aged widower. The other is the disappearance of Colin's protege Angus Neill, 
who sailed to Halifax on Farren's vessel the previous spring, and-Farren says-
deserted to join a privateer. 
In this second and concluding instalment of the story, Colin and other residents 
of Forester's Pond head for the beach to unload Farren's vessel, due in from a 
one-day trip to Morgan's Harbour for supplies. 
FARREN SAT DOWN alone to an early supper and ate in silence what Sal Izzlie put before him: 
corncake, beans, tea. 
He felt relief as he Jeft the house, 
empty except for the kitchen-wench, 
and started for the beach to make 
ready for the Isabel's arrival. 
Eventually, with Willoughby there, 
and Diana finished with school, the 
house would be a different proposition. 
He would give it paint and straighten 
out the foundations until it became a 
place to live in, under the touch of 
women, a place to be spoken of and 
pointed out. 
He walked across the causeway to 
unlock the store. The compactness of 
his business property never failed to 
give him satisfaction. The pond was a 
mile-long scoop in the land, inside the 
Channel beach, fed with fresh water by 
a brook that ran through his own land, 
and a creek that slipped through Jason 
Brown's meadows; with salt by tides 
that raced and slackened through a 
slantwise gap near its western end. The 
barrier beach that fenced it had been, 
in times past, an island, and at highest 
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springs salt water crept still across the 
low stretch of beach and flooded the 
marshes at its eastern end, but the 
great storm of 'ninety-eight had closed 
that gap to travel. Across the narrows 
at the foot of his fields Ben Farren's 
causeway hooked the beach to the 
land. As long as the western gap re-
mained open, the pond was a perfect 
harbour for a small vessel. The Isabel, 
a fifteen-tonner, could run right up to 
the wharf. You could take the stuff out 
of her with tackle rigged to the fore-
gaff, and shove or roll it into the store. 
He unlocked the store, and caught 
the familiar, satisfying smell. Salt fish, 
rope, tar, tanbark. He straightened 
away a litter of loose net, hung up an 
oilskin, and went to the door to look, a 
little nervous now. 
The Isabel was still off a piece, but 
the breeze was freshening a little. He 
saw McKee and Cameron come down 
to the far side of the pond and shove 
off their fiat, and wondered if Willough-
by would come with Richard. The 
Isabel's arrivals were usually events, 
bringing the young to the beach. This 
time, of course, it was only from The 
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Harbour, with stuff landed for him 
there by Morgan. Since that trip to 
Halifax in May, he'd dealt through 
Morgan. There were Yankee privateers 
off there, these days, and Morgan's 
schooner was armed. 
He did not look directly at the inner 
reasons for his home-staying, the 
instinctive reluctance . . . Even then, 
there was always the chance that 
Morgan's men might have heard some-
thing, along the length of Water Street. 
For all his toughness, Ben felt a spinal 
chill when he considered Angus Neill. 
Partly of anger, partly of something 
close to fear. The anger ran back to an 
evening when he had watched Wil-
loughby and Angus dig clams at low 
tide on the pond beds. Heard their 
laughter and watched them splash off 
the fiats, Angus with his tongs rolled 
above the knees, the girl with her dress 
kilted up around her. Each with a 
bucket of clams, and, for a moment, 
their free hands joined. Anger that 
embraced Colin Forester, and his wife 
Lydia, for keeping on their place, close 
to Willoughby, a lout like Angus Neill. 
But fear, too. It streamed in him like 
thin bile from the consciousness of 
what he had done about it. But no one 
would ever know. Or if they did, too 
late. Too late to matter. 
* * * 
Almost windless, the early evening 
was. A slow perfunctory swell lazed in 
over shelving sand to curl a careless 
lip on rock and gravel. Over this depth 
and quiet a light wind stirred, fitfully 
and without purpose. Barely enough, 
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Colin saw, to keep way on Farren's 
vessel, edging in with slackened sheets 
toward the gap. 
He knocked his pipe out on the door-
step, said, "Well, we'd best get going" 
and got stifily to his feet. ' 
Baillie walked beside him, small, 
compact and competent. Baillie was a 
sort of extra, tossed in among the 
batch of women. Colin laughed. 
Baillie glanced up quickly, saw that 
the laughter had nothing to do with 
anything seen or heard this day, and 
said: "There's three men aboard of 
her." 
"That so?" Colin glanced idly to-
ward the gap. It was time they took the 
foresail off her. Time to row the fiat 
around to take a line f or'ard and half-
guide, half-tow the black hull into the 
tide-cut. "One'v the Morgan boys, 
likely." 
They climbed the worm-fence at the 
foot of the field and took to the 
pasture. First the slant of old land, 
cleared in Colin's first years on the 
shore, where grass and wild hay now 
grew on open slopes and in tiny valleys 
between mossgrown cradle-hills. Then 
the crescent of stumps, gray and 
withered, where he'd worked in later 
winters, merging raggedly with land 
half-cleared in these last few seasons. 
There, stumps still wore brown bark, 
their notched tops were yellow. Beyond 
this, a fringe of spruce, tall and tough 
and old, thrust up ragged trunks, 
thrust out branches hard as thorn, 
along the ridge that dropped to the 
pond shore. 
Colin had never chopped in this 
strip of woods. For one thing, once you 
got through the edge of it to the slant 
that fell off to the shore, the land as 
land was useless. Too steep. For 
another, the wood was too stubborn, 
too knotted and cantankerous. The 
real reason was that he liked to have it 
there. From his back doorstep, when a 
man had time to squat in the evening, 
he would glance at it and take an 
obscure satisfaction in the fact that his 
back yard didn't run bare to the sea. 
For no reason he bothered to try to 
fathom, he liked the farm set off a little 
from the beach. 
And when he went down this needle-
matted path through ancient spruce, 
and rowed the scow across the pond to 
the long spit of rock and sand and 
tangled bush where the fish-huts were, 
he liked to have the beach set off a 
little from the farm. 
Sitting in the stern of the flat, with 
Baillie labouring at the oars, Colin 
glanced west, along the expanse of 
sheltered water, dark in the tide-cut, 
dun-coloured over the clambeds, patch-
ed with ripples where the wind brushed, 
toward the gap. 
He said, "What crazy ... " 
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"Uh?" 
"Sail ... They've left the sail on her. 
Hold up, Baillie. Hold up!" 
Baillie back-watered, pulled in oars 
until the butts caught under the 
gunnels, and turned to look. The 
Isabel hauled sheets in the gap. Her 
bow swung. She came close-hauled 
while they watched, and headed down 
the tide-cut. As she slid past the huts 
they took the foresail off her. Then, 
with a rattle of blocks, the main came 
down with a rush. Just at Ben Farren's 
wharf young Syd let go a warp. Casper 
Izzlie stood braced with an oar to fend 
off. He didn't have to use it. Her way 
lost in the faint beginning ebb, the 
Isabel nudged once at the warp and 
sidled to the pier. 
The flat rocked in the wash of her 
passing. Colin said, "All right, Baillie, 
pull ashore." A great wondering sus-
picion had began to sprout when the 
Isabel took the gap under sail. It had 
grown to certainty when the vessel slid 
past in the tide-cut and he saw her 
helmsman plain. 
Now as the flat's bow grated in the 
slatey gravel of the pond shore, and he 
heard Angus Neill's shouted laughter, 
a sly side-current of interest engaged 
his thought. 
This was that Ben Farren, standing 
on his wharf with Richard McKee 
Cameron and John Cameron McKee, 
had made no move and said no word. 
Said nothing even now when Angus 
stepped from rail to wharf, in a torn 
shirt and split breeches, and sang out 
to him: 
"Good day to you, Farren, you old 
pirate. I left in your vessel and in your 
vessel I come back." 
A strange speech, Colin thought. 
Disrespectfulness in it, and Angus a 
deferential man; it was only after more 
than a year that he'd begun to call 
Colin by his first name. Disrespect and 
something wild like drunkenness. 
"Ah, Colin!" Angus's right hand 
gripped his while the left caught 
Baillie's hair. "Ye were not maybe 
expectin' me?" 
There was no rum on Angus's 
breath. It was, Colin saw, the drunken-
ness of a private excitement, some 
fancied expectancy, deferred and scar-
cely hoped-for, and at last achieved, 
that ran in Angus Neill. That and 
something more. 
He said, "Oh, I've been expectin' 
ye, Angus. For the past four months I 
been expectin' ye." 
"It looks," Richard McKee Cam-
eron said, "as if some others, too, have 
had that thought in mind." 
Richard was looking toward the 
pond. With a leap and a halt at each 
dig of the oars, Colin's small scow 
came fast around the clambeds, gunnel-
deep with girls. 
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Colin had lost the thread of things. 
Casper lzzlie sat on the rail of the 
Isabel, his face creased in a black and 
luminous grin. Next to him Syd 
Farren, wearing the same grin in white. 
There on the wharf were Richard's 
boys, young Richard Cameron remote 
and amused, John McKee solid and 
silent, but knowing. And Ben Farren, 
with nothing in his face at all. 
Unreal. Strange. Far from the day's 
habit ... The scow scraped gravel and 
Willoughby leaped ashore. She had, 
Colin noticed, put her shoes on. But no 
stockings. Bare ankles flashed under 
the flying skirt as she ran to Angus 
Neill. 
No. Not unreal, exactly. More real 
than real, perhaps. As if from this 
evening hour all the long patience, the 
drawn-out quiet part of living had 
been blown away for a little, blown 
back, and the drama and colour and 
passion left clear and plain. 
Willoughby's face lay in the hollow 
of Angus's shoulder. He put his left 
arm around her. Absently, the fingers 
of his right hand came up the back of 
her head through tousled hair. 
Richard McKee Cameron spoke to 
John Cameron McKee. He said: "We 
do not need to trouble Mr. Farren for 
a coin, John." 
Colin spoke to Ben Farren: "I think, 
Ben, we will leave it till tomorrow to 
h'ist the stuff out of her. Right now 
we're going home." 
* * * 
Angus took the oars for the short 
row back to the foot of Forester land. 
He rowed slowly, letting Willoughby 
and Charlotte and Jo pull ahead in the 
scow. Once he laughed to himself, 
inviting a question. 
Colin could not ask. He sat in the 
stern, hands between his knees. Relief, 
yes. The sense of kinship he had always 
felt in Angus. Yes. But tainted now 
with doubt. The boy was back. There 
was still the fact that he had gone 
away. 
It was Baillie, conscious of no re-
serve, who broke the moment down. 
As the fiat ground ashore he sprang out 
and turned to help haul up. While 
Colin knotted the painter around a 
root he put his question. 
"Did y'take any Yankees, Angus? 
Did y'bring in a prize?" 
Angus laughed. "No prize. Go chase 
them women home, Baillie. I want a 
word with Colin." 
* * * 
Richard McKee Cameron and John 
Cameron McKee looked at each other 
and at Ben Farren and at the grinning 
face of Casper Izzlie, and turned 
casually away. At a respectful distance 
behind the Forester clan they walked 
single-file up the beach to John's scow 
and got into it and Richard rowed 
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across the pond to the mainland. Even 
the oar-strokes were thoughtful. 
In the dusk the talk and laughter of 
the Forester girls came back to them, 
a whickering of light-hearted chatter. 
Richard said: "John Cameron, d'you 
owe Ben Farren money?" 
"N'er a dollar." 
"I would keep it that way." 
"Any why?" 
Richard was silent for a moment. 
Then: "I'll tell you. I have studied Ben 
a little. It ain't Angus that's burnin' 
Farren most. Ner even Willoughby. 
It's the fact we damn near forgot him. 
It's what come to him when we all 
walked away." 
* * * 
Angus waited till Baillie followed 
Willoughby and Charlotte and Jo up 
the sidehill path to the tangle of spruce 
along the ridge. He said to Colin as 
they started up the track, "I gether 
from young Syd there's been some 
kind of ta]e I was off privateerin'. That 
was Ben's story, was it?" 
"That's what he told us." 
"Well, it was a smart one. Fact'v the 
matter, Colin, I was pressed." 
"Pressed?" 
"Oh, I doubt if they was any war-
rant out. But y'know they're not too 
particular when they run short'v 
hands . . . I raised some objections. 
Woke up aboard'v a frigate with Nova 
Scotia long gone in the wake. Couldn't 
even see that, bein' down below, in 
irons." 
"But-why would Ben-" 
"Why would Ben tell it I was off on 
a privateer? A good tale, Colin. A 
smart move." He added, "I was go in' 
an errand for Ben when they picked 
me up." 
Colin let the knowledge enter his 
mind without looking at it squarely 
yet. It was there; it would have to be 
dealt with. He knew that, but ... He 
said, "How was it ye got away?" 
Angus halted and looked back, to-
ward the pond, faintly glimmering 
through the screen of spruce. He said 
as he turned again to the path, "I must 
thank ye for makin' me learn the 
swimmin', Colin." And then, medita-
tively, "them Caribbee harbours 're 
warm as milk. She anchored close to 
shore." 
* * * 
Richard McKee Cameron and John 
Cameron McKee walked slowly up 
through John's lower pasture. At the 
bars into the house-field Richard 
halted, his hand on a post. 
"You know boy " he said "that · 
' ' ' Charlotte- how old'd y'say she was?" 
John stopped also. "I never said. 
Sixteen, I guess. Risin' that, maybe." 
"A fine strip of a girl-wouldn't you 
say, John?" 
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John Cameron grunted. He put a 
foot to the second rai1 of the bars and 
eased himself to the top. "I don't know. 
I never took notice." He slid to the 
ground and glanced back over his 
shoulder. "I'll tell you," he said. "I 
was lookin' at young Jo." 
* * * 
Colin saw that Angus would tell him 
no more. Not now. It would be some 
friendly brig or schooner that had 
picked Angus up, landed him, likely, 
at one of the south shore ports ... 
Yarmouth, Liverpool, Shelburne, Bar-
rington. A long walk, a tight mouth 
about it, and a hitch on Findlay's 
trader. Curious to think that all day, 
while he'd been worrying about this 
and that, Findlay's vessel had been in 
sight, sailing up the Channel with 
Angus aboard. Then the last few miles, 
home, on the Isabel. Sometime, when 
wars and impressments were things of 
the past, when the question of whether 
a man impressed by connivance could 
be charged with desertion was no 
longer a thing to worry about, Angus 
would tell him more. 
He brought out the other thing. 
"What d'you plan to do?" 
"What would you do, Colin?" 
"I don't know. Well, I don't know. 
I know what I'd/eel like." 
"What?" 
"I'd feel like takin' an axe-handle 
to him. You bein' a younger man, I 
s'pose you'd use the fists. " 
Angus laughed. "Stop worryin', 
Colin. Look. I could go down to 
Farren's. It might be I could leave the 
man half-dead, and tell this tale and 
be believed. I'm thinkin' I could do 
that. That'd be a fair settlement, now, 
eh? An' me and Ben could pass on the 
road, not speakin', for the next forty 
years. Now that's what he's expectin', 
ain't it?" 
"Something like that, I suppose." 
"Well, I got a better thought. I 
think I'll just look at Ben, whenever 
we're throwed together, and laugh. 
Let him try to guess. How much I told, 
and who to and what I'm keepin' back. 
And when I'll up and change me mind 
b . '' a out 1t ... 
Mischief edged Angus's voice. "You 
know, I wouldn't want to see your 
young-ones growing up in the middle 
of a neighbours' war, Colin." 
They heard across the fields the echo 
of a laugh. That would be Richard 
McKee Cameron using his mellow 
tongue on John Cameron McKee. 
Colin glanced up as they climbed the 
fence into the lower field. Light came 
on in the windows. Candle-light. 
By the gate he could make out the 
feathery shapes of the junipers, slight 
and graceful, beginning on this land 
their long growth into Time. 
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The distinctive flavour of the Maritimes 
Photo courtesy New Brunswick Travel Bureau 
Mo;ing with the shoreline away 
from the . friendly town of Alma, 
tourists enter Fundy National Park. 
Ahead of them is a memorable 
journey through a photographer's 
paradise, in New Brunswick's na-
tural wonderland. 
Amo11g the memories they treasure, 
too, is the distinctive flavour of 
Moosehead Ale and Alpine Lager. 
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I ENJOY shopping in stores where I can choose from 
wide assortments . . . I also enjoy shopping from 
catalogues which off er outstanding selection of mer-
chandise. It pleases me to know 85% of all mer-
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I DELIGHT 
in being able to buy 
nearly all my needs 
under one roof ~ so 
easy for the busy per-
son. I respect the fact 
that wherever I travel 
across Canada my 
charge account is hon· 
oured at all EATON 
stores. 
I LIKE 
to know I get full 
value for every dollar 
I spend. I appreciate 
the fact I can rely on 
the accuracy of the 
statements made in 
EATON advertise-
1nents and catalogues. 
/\ 
~ 
..:::-:.. 
-·· I APPROVE 
of being able to shop 
with confidence by Tele-
phone, Mail, or in Per· 
son, because I know that 
my every purchase is 
hacked by EATON'S 
Famous Guarantee: 
"Goods Sa ti sf actory or 
Money Refunded". 
I APPLAUD 
the quick, efficient ser-
vice through EATON'S 
Order Offices. Truly it 
is catalogue shopping at 
its best. 
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